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Tactical Judgment Vol 2: Fickle Suspect! 
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At a certain bar. 

A shabby detective said, 

"All lawyers are just a bunch of swindlers, if you ask me." 

"Well, can't argue with that." 

Suddenly, a man who had been quietly enjoying his drink at the next table slammed his fist on 
the counter, his face red with anger, 

"Don't mess with me! What you just said was too much! Take it back!" 

"...Are you a lawyer?" 

"No! I'm a swindler!" 


Prologue 


November 3rd, 9:35 AM, Yasui Residence 


It was a dimly lit room. 

(As always, what an eerie room...) 

Mai Ayasaki struggled to hang freshly washed curtains on the window. She was small in stature 
with a face that still held traces of childhood innocence. However, perhaps due to the dignity of 


her maid uniform, the atmosphere around her seemed somewhat mature. 


She wasn't tall, so she stood on a chair to hang the curtains. However, the chair was unstable, 
and the water-soaked curtains were heavy, making her task difficult. 


“Alright, there we go.” 

Still, she managed to hang the first curtain and gazed at her handiwork with satisfaction. 
“Now, for the next one.” 

Ayasaki took the second curtain from the laundry basket to hang it. 

*“Brrrt! Brrrt! Brrrt!* 

“W-What?!” 


Startled by the sudden ringing, like an alarm clock, she dropped the curtain she held in her 
hand. 


Praying that the floor wasn't dirty, she hurriedly picked up the curtain and looked for the source 
of the sound. She found it immediately. 


She hadn't noticed it in the dim room, but there was an ornate gold-decorated box on a table 
near the window. The alarm seemed to be coming from this box. 


She remembered that box. If she recalled correctly, it was a box for storing valuables like jewels. 
Why was it here...? 


“So it was you.” 


Turning towards the voice, she saw two men standing there, looking down at her. Realizing that 
they were her employers — Goro Yasui and his son Shichiro — Mai bowed her head slightly. 


“M-Mr. Yasui. What is that sound...?” 

The old man, addressed as Yasui, glared at Mai with disdain. 
“Don’t play dumb, thief.” 

“eh?” 


Before Mai could even comprehend her employer’s unexpected words, the other, younger man 
approached her. 


“Father, let me investigate.” 
“Yes, go ahead, Shichiro.” 
As Goro Yasui nodded, Shichiro walked towards Mai. 


There wasn’t a single maid working in this mansion who didn’t know about Shichiro. In other 
words, she had to avoid being alone with him at all costs... 


“W-What is it, Mr. Shichiro?” 

“You stole the jewels, didn’t you?” 

“! N-No, | didn’t!” 

She had heard the rumors. That several jewels had gone missing from this mansion before. 


“Don’t play dumb, Ayasaki. This alarm that’s been going off is proof enough. Let me see what’s 
in your pocket.” 


“W-Why should | do such a thing?!” 

‘Could it be that... they suspect me?’ 

The thought that surfaced in the back of Mai’s mind was correct. 

Shichiro scoffed at her words and said, 

“Hmph, the fact that you’re trying to hide it makes you even more suspicious.” 


“H-Hey, Mr. Shichiro!? What are you doing? Stop it!” 


Ignoring her protests, he grabbed both of her slender arms and thrust his free hand into the 
pocket of her apron. 


“| didn’t take anything, please stop!” 

“If you didn’t take anything, why don’t you just let me see?” 

Shichiro showed no sign of stopping, even reaching into the pocket on the back of her skirt. The 
feeling of him groping her buttocks made her instinctively try to push him away, but it was 
impossible for a woman whose arms were restrained. 

“Found them! Father, | found them!” 


“...What—?” 


Shichiro held up his hand triumphantly. In it were several jewels that she had absolutely no 
recollection of. 


Mai could only stand there in bewilderment, unable to offer any excuse. Seeing this, the older 
man, Shichiro’s father, nodded in satisfaction. 


“Good, call the police.” 


Chapter 1: The Defense Attorney of Petty Crimes 


November 4th, 12:00 PM, Yamashika Law Office 


"Hey, you're in there, right!?" 

The door swung open with a loud bang, interrupting my lunch in an instant. 

The impact must have shaved a year off the lifespan of that poor, aging door. 

Today’s lunch was oyakodon: chicken and glistening, half-cooked eggs simmered in a savory 
broth, topped with white and green onions. The soft texture of the eggs was to die for. It was 


homemade, courtesy of Yukina, my childhood friend who helped out around the office. 


The intruder, dressed in a green-based blazer, looked like a schoolgirl... or rather, a little devil 
disguised as one. Her name was lyo Satsuki. 


Strangely enough, she wasn’t alone today. Another girl, also in a school uniform, stood timidly 
behind her, clearly new to the environment of a law office. Satsuki, despite being petite for her 
age, towered over this other girl, who was not just petite but rather skinny. 

“Oh, hello lyo. Who’s your friend?” 

Yukina asked, chopsticks in hand. She greeted them with a gentle smile, like a kind older sister 
welcoming home a mischievous younger sibling. ... Though | couldn't bring myself to point out 
that her gentle attitude was precisely why Satsuki walked all over her. 

“Hey Yukina! This is my classmate!” 


“H-Hello. My name is Yui Ayasaki.” 


The girl stammered, bowing deeply with an air of nervousness. Her politeness was a stark 
contrast to Satsuki’s brashness. 


Satsuki dragged Ayasaki towards me. 
“C’mon, Zenko, time for work, you know!” 


I’m sure my face must have twisted into a grimace. 


Just a moment ago, it had been just me and Yukina in this office. Not content with simply 
invading our space, she had to go and boss me around... What did | do to deserve being 
ordered about by a kid nearly ten years my junior? 

As if completely oblivious to my inner turmoil, Satsuki continued. 


“Zenko, are you listening? | said, work!” 


“Shut up! Don’t boss me around! And for your information, I’m not running a charity here. You 
think | have time for some case brought in by a penniless middle schooler like you?!” 


“Now, now, Mr. Zenko, there’s no need to be so mean...” 
Yukina interjected. Satsuki, however, only grew bolder. 


“That's right, that’s right! There are tons of people out there suffering under the weight of false 
accusations from a corrupt government! What else do you have to do, huh? Get to work!” 


She jabbed a finger at me. 
| had absolutely zero interest in whatever case this little devil had brought me. But then... 
“lyo, what happened exactly?” 


Yukina asked. With that, Satsuki launched into an explanation | had no desire to hear, holding 
up a finger as if sharing some grand secret. 


“Okay, listen to this, Yukina. 

Even | gotta admit, I’m kinda popular at school.” 

“You mean infamous.” 

| muttered under my breath. 

Satsuki shot me a glare but quickly recovered, her expression shifting with practiced ease. 


“Anyway, | noticed this girl looking super down today, so being the kind soul | am, | offered her 
my shoulder to cry on. Turns out, her big sister got arrested for stealing or something! 


So | told her, don’t worry, | Know this lawyer who'll listen to anything | say, a real pushover, he'll 
take your case!” 


She patted me on the shoulder. 


“So there you have it, Zenko! Her sister’s defense, it’s all yours!” 
“Like hell it iiiis!” 


The chopsticks | had been holding snapped in half with a dull crack. Good thing | had almost 
finished my lunch. 


"What's this about 'a pushover lawyer who listens to anything | say'?! | don't recall ever listening 
to you! | do remember getting tangled up in your messes though!" 


Satsuki leaned in and whispered. 

“You didn’t hesitate to take Yukina’s case, did you?” 

| hissed back, keeping my voice low so Yukina wouldn’t hear. 

“That's different! It was Yukina! | knew she could never kill anyone, that’s why | took the case!” 
| crossed my arms and leaned back in my chair. 


“For all we know, her sister could be guilty! You think | can just say ‘yes sir, right away sir’ to 
every petty theft case that lands on my desk?” 


| trailed off, unable to continue. 


The reason was simple: Ayasaki, the girl who had introduced herself earlier, was standing with 
her head bowed, tears welling up in her eyes. 


Satsuki immediately pointed a finger at me. 

“You monster! You're making this poor girl cry! What kind of evil, heartless lawyer are you?!” 
“S-shut up! It’s not that simple, that’s, um...” 

Even I, aman whose silver tongue had earned me the nickname “Slippery Snake” in court, 
found myself speechless in this situation. To make matters worse, | caught a glimpse of Yukina’s 
face. Her usual gentle expression was laced with a hint of reproach. It wasn’t the same as 
Satsuki’s piercing stare. It was a look of quiet sadness, a silent plea that, to me, was far more 
painful than any physical blow. 


Just as | was desperately trying to figure out how to salvage the situation, Ayasaki spoke up. 


“It's okay, lyo.” 


Her voice trembling, she bowed deeply towards me. 


“I’m so sorry for barging in like this. I... | can’t even afford to pay you anything... lyo, thank you 
for coming with me.” 


“Y-Yui?!” 

Before Satsuki could stop her, Ayasaki darted out of the office like a frightened rabbit. 

Silence descended upon the room. 

Satsuki’s stare was one thing, but Yukina’s was unbearable. 

“Mr. Zenko, we should at least hear her out.” 

Yukina said softly. 

“|... | Know what it’s like. To be falsely accused, to be all alone... If her sister is innocent, she 
must be going through a really difficult time right now. Won't you please, at least listen to what 
happened?” 

She was right. 

It hadn’t been that long ago that Yukina herself had been wrongly accused of murder. | had 
managed to clear her name, but the experience had left its mark. There was no way she could 
stay silent after hearing a story like this. 


“But...” 


| really didn’t want to get involved. What bothered me the most was that it was just a petty theft 
case. 


| knew the bar association would have a field day if they heard me say this, but it was just a 
petty theft case! Compared to the thrill and challenge of defending someone in a high-stakes 
murder trial, this case promised nothing but tedious paperwork and headaches. 

But as | looked at Yukina, her eyes pleading with me, | knew | couldn't say no. 


| ran a hand through my already messy hair and sighed, asking Satsuki, 


“Hey, what was her sister’s name again?” 


“Hmm... | think she said her name was Mai Ayasaki.” 

“And did she say who accused her of stealing?” 

“Not really. Just some rich jerk, from what | gathered. Which is even more infuriating, you know? 
The concentration of wealth only leads to conflict and inequality! It’s the root of all evil! We 
should just take everything from these rich parasites, from their assets to their clothes, and 
redistribute it to the people! It’s high time we established a true utopia, free from the shackles of 
greed and corruption! | mean, how long are we going to let these spineless politicians in their 
ivory towers...” 

| ignored Satsuki’s nonsensical ramblings. 

However... 

If what she said was true, if some despicable rich guy was trying to frame an innocent woman... 
It wouldn’t be as intellectually stimulating as a murder trial, but it would certainly cover Yukina’s 
part-time wages for the next few months. And it might even be a good way to relieve some 


stress. 


“Fine, let's go to the detention center. But just to hear her side of the story. I’m not promising to 
take the case yet.” 


For some reason, Satsuki and Yukina exchanged a knowing glance, as if to say, “He’s going to 
do it.” 


November 4th, 2:03 PM, Detention Center Visitation Room 


Naturally, | couldn’t bring Satsuki, still in her school uniform, to a place like this in the middle of a 
weekday. So, it was just Yukina and me. 


We were in the visitation room, the kind you always see in crime dramas, with that depressing 
reinforced plastic partition separating us. 


While | was glad to be alone with Yukina, the sterile atmosphere of this place didn’t exactly 
scream “romantic.” 


A young woman was escorted in by a female officer and took a seat on the other side of the 
transparent barrier. 


This was Mai Ayasaki, the older sister of Satsuki’s classmate. She was about 5’1”, with sleek, 
semi-long hair. Slender build. Her arms, peeking out from her long sleeves, were pale and thin. 


The way she carried herself, the aura she exuded, was undeniably mature. You could tell she 
had some life experience under her belt. Yet, there was a certain youthfulness in her features 
that made it hard to pinpoint her age. She could have been in her late teens or early twenties. 
She was the kind of woman who walked the line between “cute” and “beautiful.” 

“Um, and you are...?” 


She began cautiously, her voice laced with apprehension. It was a beautiful, calming voice that 
suited her appearance. But right now, understandably, it was tinged with a hint of despair. 


“This is Zenko Yamashika, he’s a lawyer,” Yukina said, introducing me with a mischievous smile. 
She seemed surprisingly upbeat, probably trying to lift the mood and reassure our potential 
client. “He may be a bit rough around the edges, but he’s an amazing lawyer.” 

“You're Mai Ayasaki?” 

“Yes, that’s right, but...” 

“You have a younger sister, right?” 

“Yes. Did something happen to her?” 

Her expression shifted, a flicker of worry crossing her face. | just shrugged. 


“No. Your sister just barged into my office, wanting me to defend you.” 


“Yui did? | see... | apologize for the intrusion. | appreciate you coming all this way, but | can’t 
afford a lawyer. Please, you can go.” 


“B-But...” 

Yukina started, her voice filled with concern. Ayasaki’s tone, however, remained firm. 

| leaned back, arms crossed, and said gruffly, 

“Have you spoken to the public defender yet?” 

“Eh? Yes. The lawyer the government provides, right? We've talked once here before." 
“What did they say?” 


Ayasaki lowered her gaze. 


“They... told me to confess. Since this is my first offense, they said if | show remorse, | can get 
away with probation...” 


“Right. And if | walk out of here, you'll do exactly that, won’t you? You'll obediently follow their 
advice and become a model criminal. And your precious little sister will officially become the 
sibling of a convict.” 

cagelle 

Ayasaki gasped, her eyes widening in shock. 

“Imagine how pitiful it would be. At her age, to be labeled as the sibling of a thief? Word gets 
out, she won't be able to walk down the street with her head held high. People whispering 
behind her back, bullied at school, no chance of getting into a good high school... Another life 
down the drain.” 

“That's... That’s not fair! Why should Yui have to...!” 


| could tell Yukina was silently pleading with me to stop, but | wasn’t done. 


“If | leave right now, everything | just said will become her reality. I’m the only one who can prove 
your innocence. And yet, you still want me to walk away?” 


Ayasaki hesitated for a moment, then said apologetically, 


“_..Like | said, | don’t have the money to hire you. But if it means helping my family, I'll do 
whatever it takes to pay you back. Will you... will you please take my case?” 


“Theft cases aren’t really my specialty...” 


| muttered, conveniently leaving out the part about how they were tedious, unrewarding, and a 
pain in the neck. 


“If you’re telling the truth, if you’re innocent, then I'll hear you out. First things first, though. You 
didn’t steal anything, right?” 


“Right!” 
Ayasaki nodded firmly. 


“Good. Then why don’t you start from the beginning and tell me what happened? I'll decide 
whether or not to take the case after | hear you out.” 


“Okay... But to be honest, I’m still not sure what happened...” 


Despite her confusion, Ayasaki began to recount the events that had led to her arrest. 

It all started with her family situation. 

She lived with her mother, younger sister Yui, baby brother, and her father. 

A few years ago, her father committed suicide after his business failed. While he did leave them 
with some life insurance money, most of it went to paying off his debts, leaving the family in dire 
straits. 

As the eldest daughter, Ayasaki started working immediately after graduating high school to 
support her family. But finding a job in this economy, especially for a young woman with only a 


high school diploma, was no easy feat. 


She struggled as a freelancer for almost a year before finally landing a stable job as a maid for a 
wealthy man named Goro Yasui. 


However, shortly after she started working there, a strange rumor began to circulate within the 
household. Valuables, mostly jewelry, had started to disappear. 


Ayasaki, believing it had nothing to do with her, focused on fulfilling her duties diligently. 
Then, two months later — yesterday morning, to be precise — the unthinkable happened. 
As she was cleaning one of the rooms, an alarm suddenly went off. Panicked, she looked 
around and realized the sound was coming from a jewelry box that was usually kept in that 


room. 


Less than ten seconds later, Goro Yasui, the owner of the house and her employer, and his son, 
Shichiro, stormed into the room. They immediately accused her of stealing the jewelry. 


Ayasaki vehemently denied the accusations, but when Shichiro checked her pockets, they found 
a piece of jewelry she had never seen before. 


The Yasuis called the police, and she was arrested on the spot. 


“| kept telling them | didn’t do it, but they said the fact that the jewel was found in my pocket was 
proof enough...” 


And that’s how she ended up here. 


“Mr. Zenko...” 


Yukina looked at me with concern, perhaps feeling anxious from hearing the story. 


Ayasaki herself had admitted that her family was struggling financially, which meant she had a 
motive. And to make matters worse, the missing jewelry had been found in her pocket. 


Furthermore, there was no logical reason for a wealthy man like Goro Yasui to falsely accuse a 
struggling young woman of theft. 


The only thing that seemed off was the alarm that went off while Ayasaki was cleaning, but even 
that could be explained away as some kind of security measure installed by the homeowner. 


| had a bad feeling about this. To an outsider, it would seem like an open-and-shut case. 
Of course, | wasn’t just any outsider. 
| leaned back in my chair, arms crossed, and said, 


“Let me make one thing clear. Don’t worry about the lawyer fees. You won't be the one paying 
me. It'll be that rich bastard who accused you.” 


Ayasaki covered her mouth in surprise. 
"T-Then, you'll be my lawyer..." 
"Yes. I'll take your case." 


At the same time, aware of Yukina's trusting gaze towards me, | put on an expression that 
screamed, "It's only natural for a lawyer to help those in need for free." 


"Thank you so much, Mr. Yamashika." 

Ayasaki covered her eyes with her hands, tear drops spilling from between her fingers. 

"| was suddenly accused of being a thief, and no one, not even the police, would listen to me... 
My mother is sick, and | can't do anything for her... | have to cook for my younger siblings, but 
they won't let me out of here..." 


Tears flowed like a broken dam, her voice trembling more and more. 


Personally, | had no interest in hearing such a sob story, but | considered myself to possess a 
normal amount of compassion, so | figured | should let her speak her mind. 


"The public defender told me to just admit to a crime | didn't commit... | was so scared..." 


Her sobs echoed through the quiet meeting room. 
A common symptom of someone driven into a corner. 


When a kind-hearted lawyer like myself listens to a client who has been subjected to endless 
police interrogations without any support, their pent-up anxiety and fear come pouring out, 
leading to breakdowns like this. 


Well, it's understandable. The police employ every tactic imaginable to pressure suspects into 
confessing. In those situations, cooperation and pleas for leniency are meaningless. It's their 
job, | suppose, but it's hell for those on the receiving end. 


She was probably grilled relentlessly by some burly detective all day long, "You did it, didn't 
you? Just confess." 


However, I'm not good at handling these kinds of emotional outbursts, so | decided to leave it to 
Yukina. | nudged her lightly with my elbow, and she silently nodded back at me. 


"Miss Ayasaki, it's alright now. Mr. Zenko has never lost a case before. You'll be back to your 
normal life by tomorrow. So... hang in there." 


"Yes, thank you..." 


Ayasaki somehow managed to compose herself, wiping away her last tears with her sleeve. 
Seizing the moment she calmed down, | spoke again. 


"Alright. Now listen carefully, because I'm going to give you some instructions. Okay? Don't you 
dare say anything during the investigation, no matter what. If you say the wrong thing, it'll come 
back to bite you. 


The detectives will try to shake you up in every way they can, but when they do, just say, 
‘Please ask Yamashika, my lawyer,’ and ignore them. Think about your family during the 
interrogation, and whatever you do, don''t listen to a single word they say. Just ignore them. 
Can you do that? If you can't... well, it just means going home will take a little longer." 


"Y-Yes." 


Perhaps | had intimidated her a little too much, as Ayasaki looked somewhat tense, but she still 
nodded firmly. 


When it comes to police interrogations, you can never be too careful. After all, in this country, 
once the police announce that "the suspect has confessed," it's as good as a guilty verdict, even 
before the trial begins. 


November 4th, 3:12 PM, Old Development District 


Afterward, | visited the police station and inquired about the circumstances leading to Ayasaki's 
arrest and the person who filed the complaint against her — Goro Yasui. 


However, the police weren't about to reveal their hand to me, and the information | managed to 
glean wasn't much different from what Ayasaki had told me. Well, it couldn't be helped. 


Goro Yasui, 62 years old, residing in an upscale residential area on the outskirts of the city. After 
obtaining this information, | dropped Yukina off at the university and drove to a certain location. 


It was a somewhat run-down area, a bit removed from the city center, with a less than stellar 
reputation for safety. 


Apparently, it used to be part of some urban development plan, but the bubble burst, the plan 
fell apart, and the half-baked development left it an undesirable place to live. 


However, this meant that land was cheap, making it the perfect place for the person | was about 
to visit to live — or rather, to lurk. 


An old, smelly, two-story wooden apartment building. | parked my car in the poorly maintained 
lot and headed for a room on the second floor. An observant person might have noticed 
something odd written on the nameplate: "Kageno Detective Agency." 

| pounded on the metal door. 

"Hey, you in there? | know you are, it's me." 

"Not here," came the contradictory response. 

After confirming that the door was unlocked, | ignored the tenant's wishes and pushed it open. 
"| said I'm not here. I'll report you for trespassing." 


An extremely grumpy young man's voice. 


"Be my guest. Though, | doubt the police would come running to the place of someone who 
probably doesn't even pay his taxes living in a place like this." 


Ignoring the resident's glare, | settled down on the sofa in the middle of the room. 


A low table stood in front of the sofa. On the other side, sprawled out on another sofa, was a 
sleepy-looking individual — Eiji Kageno, the sole inhabitant of this detective agency. Despite 


being a year older than me, he was my high school classmate. Occupation: detective. Hobby: 
"three meals a day, naps included." A real piece of work. 


"What do you want, you scam artist lawyer?" 


Kageno sat up, pulled a pack of Hi-Lite smokes and a half a buck lighter from his jacket pocket, 
and lit one up. 


| made a show of my displeasure at the white smoke filling the room, but | knew better than 
anyone that this social misfit wouldn't care less about someone else's discomfort, so | refrained 
from verbal protest. Instead, | got down to business. 

"I'm defending a woman accused of theft." 


"Oh, really? Well, good luck with that." 


Kageno gave a response that couldn't have been more indifferent if he tried. But | wasn't going 
to let him off so easily. 


"Tell me, my dear friend Kageno..." 
"...What?" 


Kageno knew that whenever | used the word "dear friend," it wouldn't lead to anything good, and 
his expression soured. 


"You came all the way to my office last night just to devour Yukina's cooking, didn't you?" 
"...Yeah." 

"And you came over for lunch the day before yesterday, too, right?" 

"Do you even know how many times you've eaten Yukina's cooking at my office?" 
"_..Like | keep track." 

"It's not just once or twice, is it?" 

"...Well..." 


"Just last week alone, you came for lunch and dinner, a total of seven times, didn't you?" 


Kageno, still wearing that unpleasant expression, finally asked, 

"What's your point?" 

"Have you ever offered to pay for those meals?" 

"You haven't paid a single cent, have you?" 

"I'll help out, alright! I'll help out!" 

Kageno ran his hand through his perpetually unkempt hair in frustration. 

"Who said anything about helping out? | just thought that a loyal and grateful friend like you, 
Kageno, would surely feel obligated to repay the favor after all those free meals by offering me 
his invaluable assistance." 

"You're such a pain..." 

With that, Kageno stubbed out his cigarette and reluctantly turned his attention to me. 

"So, what do you need me to do this time?" 


"| need you to look into these two." 


| placed a memo pad with the addresses of Goro Yasui and Mai Ayasaki written on it on the 
table. 


"And the deadline is?" 


"Tomorrow." 


Kageno let out a sigh and picked up the memo pad, his face twisting in displeasure. 
"Your handwriting is atrocious, as always." 

"You can read it, can't you?" 

"It would be nice if you'd consider the reader every once in a while." 


"| can read it just fine." 


"...1s that so?" 

His last remark was oddly polite, laced with a hint of resignation. 

"It doesn't matter to me, Yamashika, but it seems this Mai Ayasaki is our client this time?" 
"That's right." 

"And we're supposed to investigate her too?" 


"As the saying goes, 'To know your enemy, you must first know yourself.’ That's a lawyer's 
principle." 


Kageno grumbled about the extra work, but he still managed to drag himself up. 
He might be a lazy bum, but as they say, even a broken clock is right twice a day. He makes a 
living as a detective, and | have to admit, his ability to gather information from the ground up is 


something else. As long as | leave it to him, he'll come up with something useful eventually. 


| guess the great ancestors were right when they said fools and scissors have to be used in the 
right way. 


November 5th, 9:02 AM, District Court, Courtroom No. 2 


The day after | took on Ayasaki's defense. 

| had two things to do in court today. First, to face the judge and the prosecutor, and second, to 
win Ayasaki's bail. This was a courtroom, but in a way, it was still just a preliminary meeting. 
Naturally, there were no spectators, not even any guards. 

"What are you doing here, you swindler of a lawyer!" 

A middle-aged man's voice suddenly echoed through the quiet courtroom. 


"... That's my line, shorty prosecutor." 


After exchanging insults that were barely within the bounds of legal decency, | glared at the 
short man sitting on the prosecution's side. 


It was Prosecutor Kenichi Horiuchi, a prosecutor | had clashed with countless times in court, 
mainly in murder cases. He was eloquent and sharp-tongued, with a lot of experience handling 
serious crimes like murder, making him a formidable opponent. Not that he was a match for me, 


of course. His most distinguishing features were his extremely short stature and his quick 
temper. 


Horiuchi glared back at me, refusing to be outdone. 
"| thought you didn't take on petty theft cases like this!?" 


"Well, | was bored. Besides, since when did you start handling petty theft trials, Shorty? Did that 
last loss against me make them demote you?" 


Horiuchi's face instantly flushed red. 
"Don't be ridiculous! My specialty is murder, | haven't been demoted!" 


| figured as much. It was true that this little prosecutor had a losing streak against me, but | 
heard he boasted a nearly perfect win rate in criminal trials against other lawyers. 


But that made it even more perplexing why he would bother showing up for a petty theft trial. 
As | tilted my head in confusion, Horiuchi gave me a surprised look. 

"Don't tell me you don't even know who the victim is this time?" 

"| Know. Some rich guy, that's about it." 

And then it hit me. 

"Ah, | see." 

The person who filed the criminal complaint — a rich man named Goro Yasui — must have had 
considerable influence in the political and financial world. He must have pulled some strings with 
the prosecutor's office. This was nothing more than a show of force, a heavy hammer brought 
down on a dirt-poor girl who dared to defy a member of the chosen few — the wealthy. 

How utterly absurd. 

If this weren't a courtroom, | would have spat on the floor. 

| had a hobby. It was to crush the arrogance of those who abused their power. This case was 
mostly a matter of circumstance, but knowing the hidden agenda behind it, | was suddenly fired 
up. 


"Anyway, Horiuchi. Didn't you say you'd never face me in court again after you lost to me in that 
last trial?" 


"Hmph! | don't recall making such a promise!" 
"You said it, and | remember it clearly." 


"Shut up! Fine, | admit | might have been a little forgetful just now. However, even you can't 
possibly win this time, Yamashika. After all, the evidence in this case..." 


He smirked smugly. 
"_..ls completely irrefutable. | suggest you shave yourself the trouble and surrender now!" 


"You know, that's the fifth time I've heard something like that from you. And | think you mean 
‘save yourself the trouble." 


"S-Shut up! And it's only the fourth time!" 
"Oh right, it was the fourth time. Like | thought, you remember the number of your defeats well." 
"G-Grk..." 


He was supposed to be an excellent prosecutor who usually handled serious crimes like 
murder, but in my hands, he was reduced to this sorry state. 


Just then, the door at the corner of the courtroom opened, and an old man in a black judicial 
robe walked in. It was Judge Kenta Shudo, another familiar face. His presence here meant he 
would be presiding over this trial. 


The judge looked back and forth between me and Shorty, and | didn't miss the words he 
muttered under his breath. 


"...¥ou two again." 

His tone was laced with exhaustion. 

Just a few weeks ago, | had faced off against Prosecutor Horiuchi in a murder trial under this 
very judge. The defendant at the time was Yukina, and needless to say, | had won. However, | 
had used a rather unorthodox, some might even say underhanded, tactic in that trial. 

After the trial ended, my methods became quite controversial, and everyone involved in the trial 


— me, Prosecutor Horiuchi, and the judge — were subjected to a thorough grilling by the legal 
community. 


Personally, | thought “all's well that ends well" summed it up nicely. Incidentally, it seemed that 
Prosecutor Horiuchi had borne the brunt of the backlash. 


Judge Shudo climbed onto the highest platform in the courtroom — the judge's bench. He looked 
at me and Shorty, then let out a sigh for some reason. 


"Let's just set aside the question of why you two, who usually only show up for serious criminal 
trials, are here. Let's begin." 


The judge's tone was unusually casual. 

"First of all, | want to confirm that the charge in this case is larceny. However, Counsel 
Yamashika, you wish to request a preliminary hearing to be held to determine whether to 
empanel a jury, correct?" 

"Yes, | do." 

The judge's expression grew even more weary at my words. 


"Is there a problem, Your Honor?" 


"No, not at all. Empaneling a jury and holding a preliminary hearing are both legitimate rights 
afforded to the defense. However..." 


He trailed off. 
"It's rare to request not only a preliminary hearing but also a jury trial for a larceny case." 
| was well aware of that. 


The preliminary hearing and jury systems were introduced to shorten the often excessively long 
trials in this country. 


A preliminary hearing was a way to determine whether there was sufficient evidence to suspect 
the defendant had actually committed the crime, and whether it was necessary to bring the 
defendant to a full trial. 


In other words, even if the defense lost in the preliminary hearing, it didn't matter as long as they 
secured a not guilty verdict at the trial. The preliminary hearing was merely a stage to examine if 
there was enough evidence to suspect the defendant had committed the crime. 


Even though it was a rather procedural step, the defense had the right to present 
counter-evidence against the prosecution's case. That's why lawyers like me could choose to 


fight tooth and nail during the preliminary hearing and end the trial early, before it even reached 
the trial stage. 


The jury system, simply put, was a system where randomly selected ordinary people decided 
the verdict by majority vote. It was a common system in countries like the United States. 
Incidentally, not many people knew that this system was also used in Japan in the first half of 
the 1900s. 


In recent years, there had been discussions about reviving this system to ensure fairness in 
trials. However, there were major concerns about whether ordinary people without any legal 
knowledge could make the right judgment without being swayed by public opinion. There was 
also the drawback of significantly disrupting the lives and work of those selected as jurors. As a 
result, the revival of the jury system had been postponed for years. 


The solution we came up with is to form a jury in a preliminary hearing, which ends much 
quicker than a trial and doesn't immediately determine guilt even if the defense loses. 


The defense can unilaterally request a preliminary hearing and the formation of a jury. The 
prosecution's objections are irrelevant. 


However, lawyers in this country are not used to addressing a jury yet. 

Therefore, lawyers don't usually think about trying to settle a case unreasonably in a preliminary 
hearing. At most, they only request a preliminary hearing without forming a jury, and in the 
actual preliminary hearing, they do not refute anything and just listen to the prosecution's 
evidence. In other words, they focus on learning what kind of evidence the prosecution is trying 
to present in the preliminary hearing and use it as a countermeasure for the upcoming trial. 
Besides, if a preliminary hearing is held, it will take a lot of time and money to form a jury and 
pay for their transportation and daily allowance. It's understandable that the judge would be 
reluctant to form a jury for a theft charge, although it might be different for murder or robbery. 
The judge said, 

"Now, regarding the date of the preliminary hearing..." 

"The prosecution proposes to hold it tomorrow!" 


Horiuchi immediately interrupted. | followed up on that and said, 


"The defense has no objection." 


The judge looked at me and the shorty prosecutor with hatred for some reason. | can 
sympathize with him to some extent, as he has to select a jury and make arrangements for 
tomorrow's hearing within the day. 


"Very well. | had a feeling this would happen. Then, is it okay to hold the preliminary hearing 
tomorrow at nine o'clock in this place?" 


Since neither | nor Prosecutor Horiuchi objected, the judge nodded again and said, "Very well." 
"Next is the matter of bail..." 
Horiuchi said as he stood up, 


"Your Honor, the prosecution will not object to the defendant's release on bail if an appropriate 
amount of bail is paid." 


"| see. Then, what do you think is an appropriate amount of bail?" 


"Considering the value of the jewels the victim has lost so far... well, | think 52,000 dollars would 
be appropriate." 


Horiuchi looked at me with a sarcastic smile, but | simply said, 

"The defense has no objection." 

He looked surprised. 

Horiuchi had mentioned "the value of the jewels the victim has lost so far." He's probably trying 
to pin all the jewels Goro Yasui has lost so far on Ayasaki. If | object to that point, | might be able 
to get the bail lowered. But as far as I'm concerned, as long as she's granted bail, | don't really 
care about the amount. 

| have a bank account with a large sum of money that was given to me by a certain person. 
However, this deposit is a trust deposit, and there is a strange restriction that it can only be used 
as bail for clients | defend. It's a bit of a shame that | can't touch an account with over 700,000 


dollars in it, but thanks to that, it was no big deal to prepare 52,000 dollars. 


"Alright, the bail is set at 52,000 dollars. The defense counsel should pay by the end of the day. 
Well then, everyone, let's meet here again tomorrow." 


The judge said so, stood up as if he had no more business to attend to, and left the courtroom in 
a hurry, sighing. 


November 5th, 3:05 PM, Yamashika Law Office 


"Zenko, | brought her again!" 

As she did yesterday, Satsuki shortened the lifespan of the door to my office. 

"I'm sorry about yesterday, Mr. Yamashika." 

Yui Ayasaki bowed her head as she entered the office with Satsuki. 

"| heard. You're taking my sister's case, right?" 

"Yeah, well, | had some free time." 

Maybe it was because | made this girl cry yesterday, but her bowing to me like this threw me off. 
| looked to Yukina for help. As if she understood what | meant, Yukina took over the 
conversation. 

"Your sister, is she back already?" 


"Yes! She said she was out on bail thanks to Mr. Yamashika!" 


"That's great to hear. You can leave the rest to Mr. Zenko. He'll take care of everything. Just be 
patient for a few more days. You need to support your sister during the trial." 


Yukina is very good at handling these situations. 


Ayasaki nodded happily, knowing her role, and after thanking us politely once again, she 
returned home to her waiting sister. 


"She's so polite. You're the complete opposite, Satsuki." 
"S-Shut up! She's her, and I'm me!" 
Just as Yui Ayasaki left, another visitor stepped into my office. 


A grumpy look on his face. Sloppy clothes. A good-for-nothing who lives his days in idleness, 
unlike me, working in the yakuza-like profession of private investigator. His name is Eiji Kageno. 


"| saw a middle school girl leaving your office earlier. Was that Yui Ayasaki?" 
"...Yes." 


"| knew it." 


Come to think of it, | don't remember telling him about Yui Ayasaki. | have to admit, he's quick 
on the uptake. 


"So, did you find anything?" 


Kageno crossed his legs and sat down on the client sofa with an extremely rude attitude, and 
began to speak in a grumpy tone. 


"That woman, Mai Ayasaki, is like she's got the word 'misfortune' plastered on her back." 

"What do you mean?" 

Satsuki interjected. Kageno shrugged and spoke flatly. 

"Her father committed suicide five years ago, and her mother has been bedridden for a year. 
She has a younger sister and brother, both at an age where they eat a lot. By the way, the 
father's suicide was caused by his company going bankrupt. He had life insurance for several 
years, so it seems like a decent amount of insurance money was paid out, but most of it went to 
paying off debts. The mother's illness seems to be a combination of overwork and stress. Your 
client started working as soon as she graduated high school. You know how it is." 


"Wow." 


Satsuki responded. However, perhaps because it was about her friend's sister this time, she 
seemed to lack her usual vibrancy. 


Yukina and | already knew this, but hearing it again from Kageno made it sound strangely 
profound. 


Perhaps she felt the same way | did, because Yukina said seriously, 

"Mr. Kageno, is all of that true?" 

"Unless they were in cahoots with all the neighbors, and the death certificate submitted to the 
city hall was actually a fake, and they were a cunning family who managed to successfully scam 
the insurance company, then yes, it's all true." 

That was a very Kageno-like way of putting it. 

Satsuki muttered, her head down, 


"| see... So she's been through so much..." 


She sounded unusually sympathetic. 


"Hey, Zenko. She's definitely innocent, right?" 
| shrugged. 


"Who knows? If a certain brat would just learn to open the door a little more quietly, we might 
have a chance." 


"I'm serious!" 
"That's as serious as | get." 
"Hmph!" 


This girl, who wouldn't change her ways even after being told to, was also stubborn in her own 
way. 


Just then, | noticed Kageno giving me a look that said, "Hurry up and get on with it," so | decided 
to get back on track. 


"What about the guy who filed the criminal complaint, Goro Yasui?" 

"He's the third-generation head of a wealthy family. At least, they're not nouveau riche." 

"Is he hiding something?" 

"No. He's a legitimate rich guy who makes his money through sound investments. He's probably 
lost some assets due to the recent recession, but he still has more money than us commoners 
could ever dream of. Well, rich people love to hide things, so | can't say for sure after only a day 
of investigation." 

How boring. 

If only he had said that the Yasui family was actually in massive debt, and that this whole 
incident was a ploy by Goro Yasui to collect insurance money on the stolen jewels. Then | could 
have at least bluffed my way through this. 


As if remembering something, Kageno said, 


"By the way, that family's got a thing for ridiculous names. You know Goro Yasui has two sons in 
their twenties, right? Wanna take a guess at their names?" 


"| heard he had a son named Shichiro... there's two of them? So, what are their names?" 


"Rokuro and Shichiro." 


Goro, Rokuro, Shichiro. In Japanese, that amounted to naming them "the 5th", "the 6th" and 
"the 7th". One would wonder if their family had any "Ichiro", "Jiro", "Saburo" or "Shichiro" to fill 
out the 1st to 4th positions. 


"That's even dumber than 'Zenko Yamashika." 

Satsuki remarked casually, completely oblivious to the internal damage her words inflicted on 
me. When it came to names, I'd rather not comment. After all, while "Yamashika" ("mountain 
deer") was innocuous enough, "Zenko" ("good conduct") was a bit on the nose. 

Whether she knew how | felt or not, Satsuki continued her interrogation of Kageno. 


"Hey, hey, maybe the father's name is Shichiro?" 


"Nope, Saburo. Goro has an older brother, Shichiro, who's already passed away. And just for 
kicks, the founder of the Yasui fortune was..." 


"Ichiro, right?" 
Yukina chimed in. Kageno chuckled wryly and nodded. "Amazing!" Satsuki burst out laughing. 


...For some reason, listening to them joking about people's names made me feel like | was 
being made fun of. | decided to change the subject quickly. 


"So, what about these sons with the funny names?" 


"Ah, now this is interesting. The younger one, Shichiro, is a real piece of work. He's got some 
useless position in his father's company, spends his days chasing women, booze, and 
gambling, all on his dad's dime. Apparently, he's got quite the reputation at the Yasui estate. 
Tried to get handsy with several maids, that sort of thing." 


As aman, | had no comment. | decided to steer the conversation in a different direction before 
either Yukina or Satsuki could say anything. 


"What about the older son?" 


"The older one? Ah, Rokuro. He's the complete opposite. Still in his mid-twenties, but he's 
already helping his father run the company. Doesn't drink, doesn't smoke, a real 
goody-two-shoes." 


"Interesting." 


If | recall correctly, Goro and his younger son, Shichiro, were present when Ayasaki was 
accused of stealing the jewels. 


If | could prove that this Shichiro character wasn't the kind of person who could credibly accuse 
someone... the trial would go exactly the way | wanted it to. 


Just then, the phone rang. 

Yukina answered it with practiced ease. 

"Hello, Yamashika Law Office. ...Excuse me?" 

Her voice was laced with confusion, and | looked up at her, wondering what was going on. 


She exchanged a few more words with the person on the other end, then handed me the 
receiver with a puzzled expression. 


"What's up? A prank call?" 

"I'm not sure... but they said they have some good information for you, Mr. Zenko." 
"Good information?" 

A tip at a law office? Not exactly unheard of. | decided to take the call. 

"Hello?" 

‘Hey, you're the lawyer Yamashika, right?" 


The voice belonged to a young man. Calm and collected, but with an air of flippancy, as if he 
had nothing but time on his hands. 


"Who is this?" 


‘Let's just say it's complicated. | can't tell you that right now.’ 


‘Oh, please don't hang up. | assure you, this is not a waste of your time. In fact, | believe this will 
be quite beneficial for you and your client.’ 


He said he had good information, and while the source was questionable, | wasn't about to hang 
up just yet. 


"I'm listening." 

‘Good, good. That's what | like to hear. Mr. Yamashika, I'm aware that you've taken on Mai... | 
mean, Miss Ayasaki's case. There's a pawnshop in the third block of Omotemachi called 
Yamada Pawnshop. If you're looking for something that might help your client, you might want to 
check it out.’ 

"...Check it out for what? Are they running some illegal operation on the side?" 

‘Oh, no, nothing like that. It's a perfectly legitimate business. Anyway, that's all | have for you." 
He hung up before | could say another word. 

"What was that about?" 


Satsuki asked. | shrugged. 


"Beats me. It wasn't very clear... Hey, Kageno, you know anything about a Yamada Pawnshop in 
the third block of Omotemachi?" 


"Never heard of it." 

He replied instantly. 

"So, what's at this pawnshop?" 

Yukina asked. 

"No idea, but apparently, we'll find something useful if we look into it." 
"Sounds fishy. You think it's a trap?" 

Kageno asked, a suspicious glint in his eyes. 


"A random call with vague information. This is wnat happens when you're a lawyer, things get 
busy." 


He seemed to be enjoying the situation. 

"But he knew | was representing Ayasaki, right? Not many people know that." 
"That's true." 

"What are you two mumbling about?" 

Satsuki interjected. 


"You know what they say, ‘Nothing ventured, nothing gained.’ Why not just check out that 
whatever pawnshop?" 


"...Well, she's got a point." 

| scratched my head, feeling slightly embarrassed that Satsuki was the voice of reason. 
We were stuck between a rock and a hard place, and we had no choice but to investigate. 
"But we don't even know what we're looking for." 

Yukina pointed out with a frown, but | answered nonchalantly. 

"Don't worry, we have a professional snoop right here." 

At my words, three pairs of eyes simultaneously focused on the remaining person. 

The socially maladjusted individual, now the center of attention, looked like he wanted to 
disappear. He glanced nervously between us, clearly trying to come up with an excuse, but 
Yukina's expectant gaze — the one | would love to have all to myself — made it impossible for 
him to refuse. 

"_..Fine, fine, I'll look into it." 


He grumbled, scratching his head. 


November 5th, 5:42 PM, Yamashika Law Office 


Kageno returned in less than three hours. 
Or rather, it seemed more like he timed his return to coincide with Yukina's dinner preparations. 


"Well, talk about finding a needle in a haystack..." 


| muttered, staring at the single sheet of paper Kageno handed me. 


Perhaps because he had actually done his job this time, Kageno was even more smug than 
usual. 


"See, | told you the tip was good. Who could this informant be?" 
"Who knows? The guy just said his piece and disappeared." 
The piece of paper contained the information Kageno had gathered from the pawnshop. 


Depending on how we played it, this could easily be dismissed as irrelevant. But presented at 
the right time, it could be our trump card. 


And it would mean several bruised egos. 

"Oh, and Yamashika, just so you know, | won't be at the trial tomorrow." 
"...1 don't really mind." 

Kageno stifled a yawn and added, 


"Besides, what's the point of watching a trial when you already know the outcome?" 


Chapter 2: The "Desk Breaker's" Triple Play 


November 6th, 9:00 AM, District Court, Courtroom No. 2 


"All rise for the Honorable Judge Shudo." 


Prompted by the bailiffs words, everyone in the courtroom — the prosecutor, the spectators in 
the gallery, even the jury — rose to their feet. 


It was a courtroom devoid of any shred of originality. The judge's bench, positioned directly 
facing the gallery, was occupied by the judge himself, with a stenographer seated before him. To 
the left of the stenographer sat the five members of the jury. 


On the right side, facing the judge, were the defendant and |, her defense attorney. Opposite us, 
on the left, sat the villain of our story, Prosecutor Horiuchi. The most significant differences 
between this courtroom and those of years past were the presence of the jury and the 
defendant being seated right next to her lawyer. 


As | stood, | glanced at Ayasaki beside me. The defendant in this trial, and my client. She was 
clearly nervous, her petite frame trembling slightly, her semi-long black hair swaying with each 
minute movement. | had told her beforehand, "Just stay quiet and sit still, no matter what 
happens." But the atmosphere in the courtroom was stifling, as if everyone present was 
convinced of her guilt. The hostile stares directed at her seemed to intensify by the second, 
creating an atmosphere where she looked as if she might burst into tears at any moment. 


Among the spectators, | spotted Yukina, Yui, and even Satsuki. Yukina was practically my 
secretary at this point, so perhaps having her sit next to Ayasaki, along with me, might have 
eased her anxiety. 


The judge entered the courtroom, took his seat, and declared, "You may be seated." 


"We will now begin the preliminary hearing for the defendant, Mai Ayasaki, on the charge of 
theft. Prosecutor Horiuchi, are you prepared?" 


"The prosecution is ready," Horiuchi declared, his voice resonating through the courtroom. 
"Defense attorney Yamashika, are you ready?" 


"The defense is also ready and has no objections to the commencement of the proceedings," | 
responded calmly, without a hint of hesitation. 


The judge nodded, seemingly satisfied. "Very well. Then, members of the jury," he addressed 
the jury seated beside him, his tone as formal as a business greeting. 


"| want to express my sincere gratitude for your presence at this preliminary hearing, fulfilling 
your duty as jurors without a single absence. 


The purpose of this hearing is for you to deliberate whether there is sufficient evidence to 
suggest that the defendant is guilty of the crime of theft. You are not here to decide whether the 
defendant is guilty or not. However, you have the option of dismissing this case, which would 
result in the defendant's acquittal. Please keep that in mind." 

Whether there is sufficient evidence to suggest that the defendant is guilty of the crime of theft 
— that was a foregone conclusion. | Knew most of the jurors sitting here were already convinced 
of her guilt. After all, she had been apprehended by the Japanese police, renowned as one of 
the most competent in the world. 

The mere fact that she had been arrested was enough to be considered evidence of guilt. This 
was an unfortunate vestige of the past, a practice that persisted despite the numerous reforms 
to the judicial system. 

"Prosecutor Horiuchi, please call your first witness." 

"Yes, Your Honor," the shorty prosecutor replied, rising slowly as if to intimidate me. 


"The prosecution calls Mr. Shichiro Yasui to the stand." 


Shichiro Yasui walked to the witness stand, seemingly unfazed by the numerous gazes directed 
at him. 


As Kageno had described, he appeared to be in his mid-twenties. Tall, with a physique far from 
obese and features far from unattractive. However, there was something about his face that 
gave off an impression of cunning. 

"Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you God?" 

"| do," Shichiro replied casually to the judge's question. It was a mere formality to him. 

Horiuchi began his direct examination. 


"Please state your name and occupation for the court." 


"My name is Shichiro Yasui, and my occupation is... well, | suppose you could call me a 
salaryman." 


A salaryman. 


This freeloading, good-for-nothing playboy who spent his days gallivanting around town while 
holding a meaningless position in his father's company had the audacity to call himself a 
salaryman without a hint of shame. 


With each passing moment, | felt an overwhelming urge to punch that smug look right off his 
face. 


"Now then, please tell us about the incident that occurred three days ago. You handed the 
defendant over to the police for the crime of theft, correct?" 


"Yes." 

"And where did this incident take place?" 

"At my residence." 

"What is your relationship with the defendant?" 

"She was employed as a maid at the residence, responsible for cleaning and such." 

"And you were the one who hired her?" 

"To be precise, it was my father. She responded to a job posting he had put up. We conducted a 
brief background check and discovered that her family was in a difficult financial situation, so we 
decided to hire her out of sympathy. Although, we did think she might be a bit young to be 
employed as a maid." 


Ayasaki shot a glance at Shichiro, as if he had struck a nerve. 


However, Shichiro simply returned her gaze with the disdainful look one might give a dog that 
had bitten its owner's hand. 


It was unclear how much of his story was true, but if it was, it seemed the Yasui family wasn't 
entirely devoid of compassion. 


Horiuchi continued, his tone almost apologetic, as if he sympathized with Shichiro's position. 


"| see. Now, the defendant is currently suspected of theft, and it was your father who pressed 
charges against her. What exactly did she steal?" 


"Jewels. They were kept in a jewelry box." 


"And how did you know that the defendant was the perpetrator?" 


"My father and | had set a trap in the jewelry box." 

"What kind of trap?" 

"We installed a sensor underneath the jewelry box. This sensor would activate if the weight of 
the contents deviated even slightly from a preset value. If the weight remained below the 
threshold for three minutes, an alarm would sound. In other words, if someone were to 
momentarily remove something from the box, nothing would happen. However, if they attempted 
to abscond with it, the alarm would go off." 

"And this is the sensor in question, correct?" 

Horiuchi held up a flat, black object resembling a tray. 

"Yes, that's it." 

"Your Honor, the prosecution would like to submit this as Exhibit A." 

"Does the defense have any objections?" 

"The defense has no objections,” | replied nonchalantly, remaining seated. 


Both Horiuchi and the judge turned to look at me in surprise. 


"Defense counsel Yamashika, don't you need to examine the exhibit in person before it's 
admitted into evidence?" 


"The defense trusts Prosecutor Horiuchi. If the prosecution wishes to submit this evidence 
based on the witness's testimony, the defense has no objections whatsoever." 


"Very well. It will be admitted as Exhibit A for the prosecution," the judge declared with a nod. 
Horiuchi, looking somewhat bewildered, handed the sensor to the bailiff. 
"Now, back to the questions. Mr. Yasui, why did you go to such lengths to set up this trap?" 


"We had been experiencing repeated thefts of valuables, such as jewels, at the residence. We 
prepared this trap to identify the culprit." 


"| see. And did this trap work as intended?" 
"Yes, it did." 


"And when was that?" 


"Three days ago, when the defendant was cleaning the room where the jewelry box was kept." 
Shichiro pointed to the person next to me. Every eye in the courtroom followed his finger until 
they landed on Ayasaki, who shrunk under the weight of their gaze. A heavy silence descended, 


a silent wave that seemed to press down on every corner of the room. 


Horiuchi, the prosecutor, savored the moment, letting the impact of the testimony sink in before 
resuming his questioning. 


“Was there any other evidence that led you to believe the defendant was the one who stole the 
jewels?” 


“Yes, there was definitive proof. Immediately after the alarm sounded, | checked her pockets, 
and what did | find? The jewels that were supposed to be in the jewelry box.” 


A collective gasp, almost a sigh, rippled through the gallery. 


The testimony was devastating. It was clear that everyone in the courtroom was thinking the 
same thing: her guilt was beyond doubt. 


If | hadn't known any better, | would have suspected Ayasaki myself. 


Horiuchi, his face a mask of smug satisfaction, surveyed the courtroom, pleased with the effect 
of Shichiro’s testimony. 


“Mr. Yasui, could you elaborate on the situation at that time?” 


“Of course. As soon as the alarm went off, my father and | rushed to the scene. We asked her to 
empty her pockets, but she refused. 


She acted as if she had something to hide. So, | searched her pockets myself, and that’s when | 
found the jewels. She resisted quite violently, | might add.” 


The gallery erupted in murmurs, silenced only by the judge’s sharp call for order. 

Shichiro’s testimony was clearly biased, his own subjective interpretation of events. Saying 
Ayasaki “acted as if she had something to hide” was nothing more than his personal opinion. 
But objecting at this point would be pointless. 


“No further questions. Your witness, Counsel.” 


He grinned as if he were about to burst into laughter, waved at me as if to say, "Go ahead," and 
slowly returned to his seat. 


| stood up and immediately began my cross-examination. 


"So, if | understand correctly, it was you who devised the mechanism for the jewel box, prepared 
it, and proposed its use to your father. Is that correct?" 


"Yes, that's right." 
"Very well. The defense concludes its cross-examination of this witness." 


Shichiro, the jury, and the audience seemed puzzled by how quickly my cross-examination had 
ended. 


Horiuchi then shrugged his shoulders in an exaggerated manner as if to say that he was going 
to solve the doubtful question and make an appeal to the courtroom. 'Look everyone, this is all 
the defense can do to refute my evidence... 

"Very well. The witness may step down. Now, Prosecutor Horiuchi, call your next witness." 


As the judge spoke, Horiuchi rose to his feet with an air of practiced nonchalance. 


“The prosecution calls Goro Yasui, the defendant’s employer and the father of the previous 
witness.” 


What a bizarre family name, | thought to myself. 
The elderly man who took the stand after being sworn in possessed an air of authority befitting 
someone in his early sixties. With a neatly trimmed white beard, thin lips set in a firm line, and a 


stern, almost intimidating demeanor, he was clearly not someone to be trifled with. 


So this is the wealthy patriarch who wields influence even in the political and financial realms, | 
thought, already disliking the man. Definitely not my type. 


Horiuchi began his direct examination. 
“Mr. Yasui, is it true that there were a series of thefts of valuables at your residence?” 


“Yes, that’s correct. At first, | thought | had simply misplaced them, but they never turned up 
again.” 


“Did you notice anything peculiar at the time?” 


“Yes, one thing in particular.” 
“And what was that?” 


“The timing of the disappearances coincided perfectly with the period when the defendant was 
employed as a maid in my household.” 


“Objection!” 


| slammed my hand on the table, the loud bang echoing through the courtroom before the 
murmurs could even begin. Every eye turned to me. 


“The fact that the thefts coincided with the defendant’s employment does not prove she is guilty. 
Furthermore, this court is here to address the alleged theft that occurred on November 3rd. 
Bringing up an unrelated incident from two months ago is irrelevant to this case! | object to this 
line of questioning.” 

“Your Honor,” Horiuchi interjected smoothly, unfazed by my outburst. “Just one more question, 
and | believe it will become clear that the series of thefts at the witness’s residence is 
undeniably linked to the defendant.” 


"...Very well. On that premise, the objection is overruled.” 


| bit back a curse. Horiuchi shot me a smug look that screamed “I told you so” before turning 
back to the witness. 


"Mr. Yasui, did you recall anything else?" 
"Yes, there was one piece of what you might call circumstantial evidence." 
"What was it?" 


“The jewels always seemed to disappear after the defendant had cleaned a room. Every single 
time.” 


This time, a wave of murmurs, laced with disgust and disappointment, swept through the gallery. 
There was no doubt in their minds now: she was a thief hiding behind a pretty face. 


“Thank you, Mr. Yasui. No further questions.” 


Horiuchi ended his interrogation with a triumphant look. 


He practically strutted back to his seat, basking in the triumphant gazes of the courtroom. They 
were looking at him with an almost reverent expectation, a silent plea for him to deliver justice 
upon this cunning thief. 

Horiuchi, clearly feeding off their energy, added one final blow. 

“With that, the prosecution rests its case. | believe we have presented sufficient evidence to 
establish probable cause that the defendant is guilty of the crime. Now, Counsel Yamashika, the 


floor is yours for cross-examination.” 


The arrogance of this man was astounding. While strategically | had to let most of his comments 
slide, it didn't make them any less infuriating. 


| slowly rose to my feet, intending to unleash all the frustration I'd been bottling up, intimidating 
everyone in the courtroom. | deliberately kept a distance, fixing my gaze directly on the witness. 


Even | thought | might be overdoing it a bit, but the spectators fell silent, and even the witness, 
who must have lived twice as long as me, seemed uneasy and twisted in his seat. 


"Mr. Yasui, may | ask you a few questions?" 
"Yes, of course." 


"There's something | want to clarify. How did you determine that the time when the jewels 
started disappearing coincided with the time you hired the defendant?" 


"It was obvious as soon as | looked at her attendance records." 

"Then, why did you decide to check her attendance records?" 

"My son, Shichiro, told me to." 

"| see. Very well, then, next question. 

When did you prepare the sensor that you claim was placed in the jewelry box?" 


"Three days ago, on the morning of the incident, Shichiro brought it. Apparently, he had a friend 
in the engineering department make it for him." 


"And you immediately decided to try it out?" 


"Yes. When | tested it, it showed the performance that Shichiro had described, and | thought it 
would be an extremely effective method for finding a burglar like the one in this case." 


"When did you actually set it up to use it?" 
"That morning." 
"Why so early?" 


"| Knew she was going to come to clean the room. So | thought I'd try setting it up to catch her. 
And as expected, | got the results | wanted." 


Goro Yasui answered smoothly, his years of experience serving him well. 

“What kind of room was it where you placed the jewelry box with the trap?” 

“It was a room in the house. A storage room, where she was scheduled to clean.” 

“| see. Now, changing the subject slightly, you mentioned earlier that valuables had gone 
missing before. At the time, were there many people coming and going from the room where 


you kept those valuables?” 


“No, not at all. It was a place where valuables were stored, after all. Not many people had 
access to it. Although, the defendant, as a maid, could enter and exit.” 


“You employ other maids besides the defendant in your residence, correct?” 

“Yes.” 

“By the way, can you enter the room where you kept those valuables?” 

“Of course, | can.” 

“What about your son, Shichiro Yasui?” 

“Well, he’s my son, so naturally.” 

“What about the other maids?” 

“Well, yes. Some of them could enter...” 

“| see. So, in fact, many people could have entered the place where the valuables were kept.” 
Yasui glared at me, clearly offended. 


“Well, if that’s what you want to say, then fine.” 


“I’m not saying anything. You’re the one who testified to it.” 


Yasui’s irritation was evident as he continued to glare at me in silence. Undeterred, | decided to 
pour a little more fuel on the fire. 


“Next, you were aware that many people could enter the place where the jewels were kept, yet 
you suspected the defendant, one of those people. You knew beforehand that she would be 
working in a particular room, and you set a trap in that room. Is that correct?” 

“Well... yes, that’s correct.” 


Yasui hesitated slightly but ultimately agreed. 


Gotcha, you arrogant, self-important old fool. | resisted the urge to shout it out loud and instead, 
settled for a smug grin and a pointed finger. 


“So, what you’re saying is this: 

You had an extremely strong prejudice against the defendant. Even though there was no direct 
evidence linking her to the theft, you arbitrarily assumed she stole the jewels. You set a trap 
solely to frame her, and because that trap was sprung while she happened to be present, you 
gleefully turned her over to the police. Isn't that right?” 

Visibly flustered, Yasui stammered, 


“H-hold on a minute! | never said | did it with that intention—” 


“You didn't do it with that intention? Then what was your intention? Don't forget, you are under 
oath. Lying is perjury, isn't it, Prosecutor Horiuchi?” 


Both the witness and Horiuchi, dragged into the crossfire, flushed crimson. 


The courtroom fell silent, everyone seemingly holding their breath as they watched the drama 
unfold. 


“Objection! At the very least, it was established in the previous direct examination that this 
witness had grounds to suspect the defendant!” 


Horiuchi sputtered, his face still red, and the judge, stroking his chin thoughtfully, considered the 
objection. 


“Hmm... Counsel Yamashika?” 


“Your Honor, to clarify this point, | would like to ask a few more questions.” 

“Very well. Proceed.” 

| turned back to the witness. 

“You believed she was the one who stole the jewels, didn't you?” 

“W-well, yes... There were things in the past that led me to suspect her of criminal activity.” 


“That's right, there may have been things that aroused your suspicion. But was there even a 
single piece of direct evidence linking her to the theft?” 


“...No. But she—” 

| raised my hand slightly to stop him. 

“Just a 'yes' or 'no' will suffice. There was no direct, concrete evidence, was there?” 
“| suppose you could say that, but—” 

“There was no evidence, was there?” 

“But, however—” 

“There wasn’t, was there?” 

“No...there wasn’t.” 

Yasui finally conceded. 


“Next question. When you first realized the jewels were missing, did you contact the police and 
have them conduct a thorough investigation?” 


“N-No.” 
“Why not?” 
“Well, it seemed like too much trouble." 


| feigned surprise, shrugging my shoulders. 


“How astonishing! You didn't report the theft of your own valuables to the police? You simply 
assumed the defendant was the culprit because you hired her around the time the valuables 
started disappearing, and then you set a trap for her! Doesn't this prove that you had an 
extremely strong prejudice against her?” 


Murmurs rippled through the gallery, growing louder with every passing second. Yasui, 
overwhelmed, began to fidget, glancing nervously at Horiuchi as if seeking help. 


As if on cue, Horiuchi stood up. 
“I-| object to this line of questioning!” 


However, flustered as he was, he couldn't seem to articulate his next words. So | quickly took 
the opportunity, 


“Prosecutor Horiuchi, while | don’t mind you objecting, could you please clarify on what grounds 
you object to my line of questioning?” 


Horiuchi opened and closed his mouth several times, but no intelligible words came out. 
“Objection overruled.” 
The judge stated so flatly. Horiuchi slumped back in his seat, defeated. 


| couldn't help but shrug theatrically at his misfortune, eliciting chuckles from the gallery. 
Horiuchi's face turned an even deeper shade of red. 


“Now, one last question. 


You must have been overjoyed when the person you had convinced yourself was the culprit fell 
perfectly into the trap your son had set, weren’t you?” 


“Objection!” 
Horiuchi shot to his feet again, rejuvenated. 
“That question is unfairly leading the witness! There is no need for him to answer!" 


“Objection sustained. The question will be stricken from the record. Members of the jury, please 
disregard the last question.” 


| surveyed the courtroom, unfazed. 


“With that, the defense concludes its cross-examination of this witness. Your Honor, the defense 
would like to recall Shichiro Yasui to the stand.” 


“Very well. The witness is dismissed. Please call Shichiro Yasui back to the stand.” 


Moments later, the younger Yasui returned to the stand, his demeanor noticeably more sullen 
than before. 


“This witness has already been sworn in. Counsel, you may proceed with your 
cross-examination.” 


“Thank you. Mr. Yasui, let me ask you this: You took the initiative to prepare and set the trap 
yourself, correct?” 


“...Yes, that’s right.” 

“Then let me ask you directly. How much were you paid for this whole charade?” 

Shichiro’s face hardened. 

“...What do you mean?” 

“Don’t play coy with me. You managed to catch the scoundrel who was stealing valuables right 
in front of your father. And you were the one who came up with the plan, prepared the trap, and 
set it all up. 

Let me rephrase the question. Did you receive any monetary compensation from your father in 
connection with this incident, be it for materials, labor, or success bonus? Any form of payment 
will suffice.” 

“T-That has nothing to do with this case!” 

Shichiro retorted immediately, his voice rising in panic. 

“So you did receive a payment then?” 

it3 bad 

After all, he was nothing but an ignorant rich kid. 

| glanced at Horiuchi, who was just about to rise to object, only to sink back down in his seat, a 


look of utter defeat etched on his face. Had Shichiro hesitated for another three seconds, 
Horiuchi would have objected, and my little act would have been for naught. 


“So, Mr. Shichiro, how much did you receive?” 
“Objection! This line of questioning is entirely irrelevant to the case!” 
Horiuchi shot to his feet again, this time with more vigor, but | shrugged theatrically in response. 


"On the contrary, Your Honor, it reveals just how invested this witness was in his search for the 
thief." 


“Hmm...” 


The judge pondered for about three seconds before speaking. 


"As far as | can tell from observing the exchange between the witness and the defense attorney, 
there are certainly some interesting points to consider. However, | must say that the most recent 
question is overly intrusive. | uphold the prosecution's objection. Defense, please rephrase your 
question." 


What a frustratingly indecisive judge, | thought to myself. Horiuchi, meanwhile, settled back in 
his seat with a smug look of relief. 


But Shichiro, who had been so self-assured just moments ago, now seemed to shrink under the 
weight of the courtroom’s attention. | pressed my advantage. 


“Nevertheless, Mr. Yasui, you did profit financially from apprehending the alleged thief, did you 
not?” 


“W-Well, there’s nothing wrong with that! It was just a well-deserved reward—” 


“| never said it was wrong. | merely wanted to establish that you stood to gain financially from 
catching the thief.” 


Shichiro gulped, and Horiuchi clicked his tongue. 


The atmosphere in the courtroom was starting to change. Of course, it was going exactly as | 
had planned. 


“And naturally, you wouldn’t have received this... generous sum had you failed to catch the 
perpetrator, would you?” 


“...Well...” 


“| see. So the amount you received was quite substantial then?” 


A wave of stifled laughter rippled through the gallery. 


This guy is nothing but a spoiled brat who can’t survive without leeching off his daddy, | thought 
to myself, barely suppressing a smirk. Even a middle schooler wouldn't fall for such a blatant 
line of questioning. 


“Now, you did manage to hand over the alleged culprit to the police. However, she has yet to be 


convicted of any crime. Until a verdict is reached, she is presumed innocent. And yet, you have 
already received a hefty sum for catching the thief, haven’t you?” 


“To put it another way, you were in a position to receive a significant amount of money simply by 
handing over a suitable scapegoat to the police, correct?” 


Horiuchi sprang to his feet. 


“Objection! That's completely irrelevant! The jewels were found in her possession! Mr. Shichiro 
Yasui acted with justifiable—” 


"Due to an objection from Prosecutor Horiuchi, | will withdraw my current question." 


| smiled thinly, cutting off Horiuchi’s sputtering protest. 


“Very well, Members of the jury, please disregard the defense's previous statement. 
Stenographer, please strike that from the record.” 


The judge spoke. But the jurors already have my earlier question firmly planted in their minds. 
It's pointless to simply delete the record. Horiuchi must know this fully well, judging by the look 


on his face, as if he's just swallowed a particularly bitter lemon. 


“Now then, moving on. Your father, Mr. Goro Yasui, admitted to having a prejudiced view of the 
defendant, did he not?” 


“| wouldn't say that.” 
“He said it himself, under oath. Your opinion on the matter is irrelevant.” 


When | scoffed at him, Shichiro glared at me with a sullen expression. Intent on pouring 
gasoline on the fire, | continued. 


“According to his testimony, you were the one who showed him the attendance records and 
pointed him towards the defendant, am | correct?” 


“So let me ask you the same question | asked your father. Did you possess any concrete, direct 
evidence that would lead you to believe the defendant was responsible for the thefts?” 


“...No.” 


| asked him just like | had interrogated Goro Yasui a moment ago. Realizing he couldn't dodge it 
anymore, Shichiro denied it in a small voice. 


“I’m sorry, | didn’t quite catch that. Could you speak up, please?” 
“No!” 
“Excellent.” 


| clapped my hands about four times, sincerely, hearing him answer with a hint of desperation. 
The audience burst into laughter at this scene. 


“Order! Order in the court!” 
The judge slammed his gavel, but | could see the corners of his mouth twitching in amusement. 


“Now then, it’s been established that you, too, held a prejudiced view of the defendant. You also 
testified that the missing jewels were found in her pocket, correct?” 


A look of caution began to creep into Shichiro's face. The witness, having been mocked, was 
reaching a point beyond anger. 


“And you were the one who physically retrieved the jewels from her pocket, were you not?” 
“Yes.” 

“So you were aware that the jewels were in her pocket beforehand?” 

“N-No, of course not. | frisked her, and that’s when | found the stolen jewels in her pocket.” 


“You frisked her, you say...” 


| paused, letting the weight of my words sink in, making sure to meet the eyes of every female 
jury member. 


“She did protest against the search, did she not?” 

“Yes, of course. She was trying to hide her crime.” 

"I'm not interested in your opinion. So what you're saying is that you forcibly groped her, 
pretending it was a body search, and then reached into her pocket and stole her jewelry. Is that 


right?" 


“H-Hold on a minute, that’s not what happened! | had reasonable suspicion, and | was simply 
trying to ascertain the truth—” 


“And where exactly was this pocket located?” 
“W-Well, that is—” 

“Objection!” 

Horiuchi interjected, sensing his client’s distress. 


“The location of the pocket is completely irrelevant! The crucial point here is that the missing 
jewels were found in her possession, and—” 


“I’m simply trying to paint a clearer picture for the jury, Prosecutor Horiuchi.” 
| interjected quickly, and the judge nodded. 

“Objection overruled. The witness will answer the question.” 

Shichiro, his face pale and his composure shattered, stammered, 

“I-I... | don’t... | don’t recall where the pocket was exactly.” 


“That's preposterous! You claim to have retrieved the jewels from her pocket, yet you can’t even 
remember where this pocket was located?” 


Shichiro shifted uncomfortably in his seat, refusing to meet my gaze. 


“Allow me to refresh your memory then. Wasn't it on the back of her skirt? On her left buttock, to 
be precise?” 


"The witness will answer the question." 
When the judge spoke, Shichiro reluctantly opened his mouth. 
“Y-yes... | suppose it’s possible.” 


“So you admit to reaching into the back pocket of this young woman’s skirt without her 
consent?” 


“B-But the jewels were actually there—” 
| slammed my hand down on the table, cutting him off mid-sentence. 


“For the last time, Mr. Yasui, you are only required to answer the questions asked of you. No 
further commentary is necessary. 


Now, as | was saying, you are neither a police officer nor a security guard. You have no 
authority to conduct a physical search on anyone, especially not without their consent. Even the 
police are required to have a female officer conduct searches on female suspects. 

So, yes or no, you sexually harassed this woman, didn't you?” 

“That's not... [...!” 

Strained interpretations, syllogism, and leading questions. 

My little tricks worked wonders, and the atmosphere in the courtroom had changed dramatically. 
The gazes from the gallery, fixed on Shichiro, were now filled with doubt and contempt. On the 
other hand, the sympathy for my client had deepened. 


With the courtroom starting to buzz, Horiuchi, as usual, jumped to his feet. 


"Objection! Your Honor, the defense attorney is trying to mislead the witness with malicious 
questions!" 


"Then let me ask you, Prosecutor Horiuchi. What else would you call it when a man touches a 
young woman's behind without her consent? Would you be satisfied if we called it an act of 
molestation?" 


"...Wha..!" 


The courtroom buzzed with murmurs as my question caught Horiuchi off guard. 


The judge chuckled softly before striking the gavel. 
"Order! Order! Objection sustained. And Mr. Yamashika, you will address the witness only." 
| bowed silently in acknowledgment. 


Glancing sideways, | noticed the female jurors were now glaring at the witness. It was only 
natural. 


"Now, Mr. Yasui. Don't you think most women would resist if a man like you sexually harassed 
them?" 


Horiuchi immediately jumped to his feet. 

"H-Hold on a minute! Objection! That question is unduly prejudicial to the witness!" 

"Objection sustained. Counsel, please choose your words carefully." 

"Understood. Let me rephrase the question then. 

Mr. Yasui, wouldn't any young woman be disgusted if a man who wasn't her lover suddenly put 


his hand in her back pocket? Especially if she was cleaning and two men suddenly appeared, 
accused her of theft, and started touching her without explanation?" 


"Witness, please answer the question." 


When Yasui didn't respond, the judge prompted him again. However, Shichiro simply squirmed 
in the witness stand, unable to utter a single coherent word. 


| turned to the judge. 

"Your Honor, it seems the witness understands how he should answer but is choosing not to 
speak. I'm sure the jury can see this as well, so the defense would like to move on to the next 
question." 

"_..Very well, proceed." 


The judge sighed, shaking his head in resignation. 


Everything was falling into place. 


This man, Shichiro Yasui, who tried to frame my client, was now completely defeated, the target 
of hostile stares from every corner of the courtroom. However, the suspicion surrounding my 
client hadn't completely vanished. While Shichiro's act of sexual harassment was clear, there 
was still no evidence to disprove that the jewel had come from Ayasaki's pocket. 


Nevertheless, there was no mistaking the shift in the atmosphere. The jury and the gallery were 
now leaning towards the defense. 


It was in this perfect setting that | decided to drop the bomb | had prepared. 

"Now, Mr. Yasui. You enjoy gambling on things like horse racing, don't you?" 
"W-Well, everyone gambles." 

His voice cracked as he responded with a start. 

"And have you ever found yourself needing money urgently due to a losing streak?" 
"That happens to everyone who gambles!" 


"Then, haven't you ever pawned any jewels to cover your gambling losses? Specifically, in the 
last two months?" 


"H-Hold on a minute!" 

Ignoring the murmurs rippling through the gallery, Horiuchi frantically rose to his feet. 
"Objection! This line of questioning is completely irrelevant to the case!" 

"...Objection overruled. Counsel, proceed." 

| bowed deeply to the judge. 

"Thank you. Now, Mr. Yasui." 


| picked up a piece of paper from my desk. It was the evidence that Kageno had found based on 
the anonymous tip. 


"| have here a pawn ticket. According to this, you pawned a valuable jewel two months ago." 
"Order! Order in the court!" 


The judge slammed the gavel before Yasui could answer. The noise from the gallery had 
become impossible to ignore. 


"Witness, answer the question." 

As silence returned to the courtroom, the judge addressed Shichiro. Beads of sweat dotted the 
witness' forehead as his eyes darted around, realizing he had no allies in the room. Finally, he 
spoke. 


"Y-Yes, | did pawn a jewel to get some money. B-But it was mine. | didn't do anything wrong." 


"While the defense cannot prove whether the pawned jewel was indeed yours or belonged to 
someone else... 


Why did you pawn a jewel around the same time the jewels started disappearing? And why did 
you develop a prejudice against the newly hired maid around the same time you pawned the 
jewel? 

Mr. Shichiro Yasui, could you please provide clear testimony regarding these questions?" 

"|-It was a coincidence! That's all it was!" 


As if he couldn't hold back any longer, Shichiro roared. 


| intentionally remained silent, letting a heavy silence blanket the courtroom for a few seconds. 
The only exception was the witness, who was breathing heavily. 


After giving everyone a good look at the "cornered witness," | shrugged and added, 


"| see. I'm not accusing you of being the perpetrator in this case. That's the prosecutor's job. 
Please calm down and answer the questions." 


| glanced around the courtroom. 

"Everyone in this courtroom, please take note! The witness claims it was all a coincidence! Yes, 
a coincidence! It was merely a coincidence that he went to a pawnshop around the same time 
the jewels started disappearing!" 


Bitter laughter filled the courtroom as Shichiro Yasui glared at me with hatred. 


It was enough. All that was left was to present the most logical reasoning to the jury, and this 
trial would be over. 


| turned back to him. 


"Now, Mr. Yasui. Didn't you sneakily remove a jewel from the box right before the defendant 
entered the room with the trapped jewelry box? That way, when the alarm went off three 
minutes after the defendant entered the room, it would seem like she stole it herself. You didn't 
check how much time had passed after she entered the room, did you?" 

"Objection! This is pure speculation!" 

Ignoring Horiuchi's words, | continued. 

"You testified that you found the jewel when you reached into the defendant's pocket. But isn't it 
possible that you had the missing jewel hidden in your hand when you reached into her 


pocket?" 


"Objection! Objection! This is again baseless speculation! The defense is trying to disrupt this 
trial!" 


What an unsightly struggle the prosecutor was putting up. 


The judge had to slam his gavel multiple times to quiet the gallery, which grew louder with each 
word | spoke. 


Finally, after silence returned, the judge slowly shook his head. 
"| cannot agree with the prosecution that there is no basis for these claims. Objection overruled." 


Shichiro slumped in the witness stand, defeated. Prosecutor Horiuchi sighed and sank back into 
his chair. 


Cold stares pierced the witness stand from the gallery. The jury, especially the women, looked at 
Shichiro with thinly veiled contempt. In stark contrast, warm gazes were directed at the 
defendant's table. 

"Your Honor, with this, | would like to conclude the cross-examination of this witness and the 
defense's rebuttal. At the same time, | would like to propose to Prosecutor Horiuchi that this 
case be dismissed. What are your thoughts?" 

"Hmm. Prosecutor Horiuchi, what do you say?" 

As if spring-loaded, Horiuchi shot up from his chair. 


"The prosecution has no intention of doing such a thing! Because—" 


"Prosecutor Horiuchi." 


Sensing Horiuchi was about to launch into a passionate speech, the judge cut him off with a hint 
of weariness in his voice. 


"If you do not agree to dismiss the case, then both the defense and the prosecution have the 
right to present their closing arguments. However, you will adhere to the court procedure of 
having the defense present their closing arguments first, is that understood?" 

".,.Understood." 

Horiuchi reluctantly nodded. 

"Very well. Counsel Yamashika, you may begin your closing argument." 

"Thank you, Your Honor." 

| slowly stood up, turned to face the jury, and shrugged with a smirk. 

"Members of the jury, the defense has nothing more to say. The truth is right before your eyes. 
The prosecution will now give a long-winded speech, trying to lull you to sleep and, above all, 
waste your precious time. The defense has no intention of taking up any more of your valuable 
time." 

| paused, then added with a wry smile, 

"To be honest, | just want to go grab some lunch." 

Laughter rippled through the courtroom. 


"It's already past noon. I'm sure many of you are getting hungry, just like me. 


Again, the truth is right before your eyes. No matter how long Prosecutor Horiuchi's speech is, 
no matter how much he ignores our rumbling stomachs, it won't change the truth. 


So, as a fellow hungry individual, | would like to conclude my closing argument by praying that 
Prosecutor Horiuchi's speech will be over soon." 


As chuckles continued to erupt from the gallery, | leisurely sat down. 
The judge nodded solemnly. 
"Very well. Prosecutor Horiuchi, you may proceed." 


"Y-Yes, Your Honor." 


Horiuchi knew as well as | did what the atmosphere in the courtroom was like. He knew he 
couldn't win. 


However, he had taken on this case under pressure from above. He couldn't just give up 
halfway through. Such is the plight of those who serve the government. 


"N-Now then, ladies and gentlemen of the jury... 

Human beings are creatures of desire. There are no exceptions. 

Imagine this: What if you found money lying on the ground where no one could see you? 
Humans have desires. If no one is watching, you might be tempted to keep the money for 
yourself. That's not a crime; it's a desire that everyone has. However, those of you who are 
responsible and decent human beings, including the esteemed members of the jury, would 
never actually keep the money for yourselves because of your self-control. 

Now, there was a woman. She was an honest woman with no prior criminal record. As | 
mentioned earlier, human beings have desires, and she was no exception. She was alone in a 
room where no one could see her, and in that room were valuable items..." 


"One minute has passed." 


| muttered theatrically while glancing at my wristwatch, eliciting chuckles from the gallery and 
the jury box. 


"Y-Your Honor!" 


Horiuchi, interrupted mid-sentence, pleaded with the judge, his face a picture of desperation, 
like 'please, just silence that frivolous brat’... 


The judge sighed and looked at me. 

"Counsel Yamashika?" 

"Oh, my apologies. | spoke out of turn." 

| bowed my head apologetically to the fuming prosecutor. 
"Very well. Prosecutor Horiuchi, please continue." 


Horiuchi glared at me but continued his speech, puffing out his chest. 


"Being alone in a room with valuable jewels, one might be tempted to keep them for themselves 
— that in itself is not a crime. However, this woman lacked the self-control expected of a decent 
human being. It's not a crime to have desires, but it is a crime to be unable to control those 
desires and steal someone else's property as a result. Such an act deserves to be punished, 
both for her own good and to deter similar crimes in the future. 

Don't be fooled by the defense's performance. 

The two witnesses called by the prosecution, the father and son of the Yasui family, are from a 
distinguished lineage that has spanned generations. Their reputation is such that it influences 
the political and financial world of this country, and they are held in high esteem. Members of the 
jury, did you not see their dignified testimonies? The same goes for Mr. Yasui's son, Shichiro. 
The defense used all sorts of far-fetched arguments and leading questions to trip them up. | 
won't deny that their methods were clever. However—" 

"I'm hungry..." 

| mumbled in a deliberately loud voice. 

The courtroom erupted in laughter. 


"Y-Your Honoorr!" 


Horiuchi pleaded with the judge, his face a mixture of despair and frustration, like 'please, just 
shut that foolish rookie up’... 


The judge let out an exasperated sigh and looked at me. 

".,.Counsel Yamashika?" 

"My apologies, | promise not to interrupt again. Please, Prosecutor Horiuchi, continue." 
Horiuchi continued, his voice laced with desperation. 


"However, there is only one truth! The defendant was alone cleaning when the valuable jewels 
went missing, and they were found in her pocket! This is an undeniable fact!!" 


Seemingly regaining some composure, he lowered his voice and continued. 


"Members of the jury, justice is now in your hands. Please, don't be swayed by the defense's 
nonsense, and make a fair and just judgment. That is all!!" 


"...Very well." 


The judge slowly looked back and forth between Horiuchi and me. 


"With that, the closing arguments from both the prosecution and the defense have been 
completed. We will now move on to jury deliberation." 


Five minutes later. 
It goes without saying that the jury unanimously voted in favor of dismissal. 


November 6th, 2:10 PM, Yamashika Law Office 


After the trial ended and we had lunch — which, unfortunately, wasn't Yukina's cooking but 
takeout — Yukina, Satsuki, and | returned to the office a little after 2 PM. The Ayasaki sisters 
thanked me profusely and headed home together, looking relieved and happy. 

The trial was over. My client was acquitted, and that shorty prosecutor's losing streak continued. 
Normally, that would be the end of it, but this time, | still had one more thing to do. I'm not so 
generous as to offer my services for free. 

| sat down at my desk and said to Yukina, 

"Yukina, we're going to get a call from that Yasui guy soon." 

"Yasui...?" 

Yukina tilted her head, and Satsuki reacted as if she had been shocked. 

"Yasui? You mean that awful father and son duo?" 

"That's right. Don't worry, I'm just going to get even with them." 


"Get... even...?" 


It must have been an unfamiliar phrase to them because both Yukina and Satsuki exchanged 
puzzled glances. 


| chuckled at their reaction and checked my watch. It was a little after 2 PM. Since the Yasui 
family hadn't contacted us at the courthouse, | figured they'd call the office soon. Maybe they 
were busy with something, or perhaps they already called while we were having lunch? 


"Yukina, would you mind making some tea? This might take a while." 


"Sure, I'll make some right away." 


Yukina headed towards the back of the office, where we had a small kitchen with a gas stove. 
The phone rang after | had a few sips of the tea Yukina brought. 
The girl, being in charge of answering the phone, reached for it, but | gestured for her to stop. 


"Yukina, if it's someone from the Yasui family, tell them 'Mr. Yamashika is unavailable at the 
moment.' Got it?" 


"Eh...? Are you sure?" 

I grinned mischievously. 

"What can | say? | can be a bit petty sometimes." 

"You can say that again." 

An unnecessary comment came from my side. 

"Now, now, Satsuki, that's a bit harsh, don't you think?" 


Yukina chuckled at Satsuki's remark and answered the phone with her usual polite tone. ...Is 
that really something to wryly smile about? | had my doubts, but | decided to keep quiet. 


"Hello, thank you for calling Yamashika Law Office." 
After exchanging a few words, Yukina looked at me and nodded. Seems like it was our guy. 


".,.l apologize, but Mr. Yamashika is currently unavailable... Yes... | understand, please hold for 
a moment." 


Yukina covered the mouthpiece with her hand and turned to me. 
"It's an important matter, and they insist on speaking with you immediately." 
"Tell them to hold for a minute. Then just press the hold button and put the receiver down." 


Yukina, though slightly perplexed, followed my instructions faithfully and placed the receiver 
down. 


Tens of seconds of silence followed. 


"Aren't you going to answer?" 


Yukina asked, but | leisurely sipped my tea. 


"This is the tea you went through the trouble of making for me. It's more important than 
answering the phone. Japanese tea tastes awful when it's cold, you know?" 


".,.Right." 
Yukina's gaze darted between the receiver and me, probably concerned about the person on 
the other end. However, realizing that | had no intention of answering anytime soon, she 


resigned herself to her fate and took a sip from her cup. 


A good five minutes must have passed. After finishing the green tea Yukina had prepared, | 
finally picked up the receiver. 


"Yamashika speaking." 
"Well, well, you finally decided to grace us with your presence." 


A slightly strained voice, laced with sarcasm after being made to wait for five minutes, reached 
my ears. 


"This is Yuzo Miyasato, representing Mr. Goro Yasui." 


"Oh, my apologies for keeping you waiting. I've been quite busy preparing for the lawsuit. Such 
a slanderous affair, isn't it?" 


A sharp intake of breath was audible through the receiver. 

"...Let's dispense with the formalities, shall we?" 

"Indeed. So, what can | do for you?" 

"To be frank, we're prepared to offer a sincere apology and compensation for the damage 
caused to your client's reputation. However, we also have our pride. We propose to settle this 
matter discreetly through a settlement." 

"A mutually beneficial solution indeed. | couldn't agree more." 

"Now, regarding the terms of the settlement, firstly, your—" 


"As you said, let's skip the tedious details." 


| smoothly interrupted him. 


"On our side, as long as our client's reputation is restored and she is compensated for the 
mental, social, future, and all other damages incurred, we have no intention of disclosing this 
matter to the public. 

Let's be clear. How much are you willing to offer?" 

Seemingly finally understanding the meaning of my previous words, Yukina made a satisfied 
expression. Satsuki, on the other hand, with an "I knew this would happen" expression, crossed 
her arms with a disgruntled look. 

"Our initial offer is 60,000—" 

A loud "clang" echoed through the office. The sound of the receiver being slammed down. At 
times like these, I'm grateful we haven't switched to cordless phones. Hanging up with a click 
wouldn't have the same impact. 

Yukina looked at me with worry, but | just shrugged nonchalantly. 


"Don't worry, they'll call back." 


As if to confirm my prediction, the phone rang again less than ten seconds later. This time, | 
answered directly, without involving Yukina. 


"Hello, Yamashika Law Office." 
"It's me." 


"Ah, Mr. Miyasato. My apologies for earlier, | accidentally dropped the receiver. Awfully sorry 
about that. Now, could you repeat the amount you were offering? | seem to have missed it." 


This time, the silence stretched on. 

"Let me be clear, Mr. Yamashika. We're talking about a respectable sum here. As a fellow 
lawyer, you understand that even if you were to win a defamation case in this country, the 
maximum you could hope for is a similar settlement." 


"And?" 


"A-And? What do you mean ‘and’? Let me give you a piece of advice: don't push your luck. We 
are willing—" 


"Just tell me the number. Time is money, you know." 


A click of the tongue was clearly audible from the other end. 
"80,000—" 
Clang. 


Once again, their eyes were on me, especially Yukina, whose face was a mixture of confusion 
and apprehension. This is just the beginning, you know — but | refrained from saying so. 


However, imagining the furious outburst likely taking place on the other end, centered around 
Shichiro Yasui, | couldn't help but feel a sense of amusement. Even Satsuki, who never missed 
an opportunity to call me "heartless," "demon," and "capitalist pig," didn't seem so far off the 
mark now. 

It was a good thirty seconds before the phone rang again. 

"Yamashika Law Office. How may | help you?" 

".,.Let's be reasonable, shall we?" 

It was Miyasato's voice, heavy with exhaustion. 

"Well, well, if it isn't Mr. Miyasato. My apologies, | tripped over the phone cord." 

"| thought you were more professional than this." 

"| have no idea what kind of 'professionalism' you're referring to, but | couldn't care less about 
common practices. | have my own expectations. If your offer doesn't meet them, then there's no 
deal. Now, tell me your revised offer." 

Perhaps it's a sign of my questionable character that | find a perverse pleasure in taking this 
high-handed approach, knowing they have no choice but to comply. Maybe | am truly unfit to be 


a lawyer. 


"This is already an unprecedented sum for a defamation settlement, but if you insist, we're 
prepared to offer up to 100,000 dollars. However, if you demand anything more—" 


| slammed my fist down on the receiver. A dull thud echoed, but the line remained open. 


"Oops, my bad. Almost dropped the receiver again. Don't worry, | won't make you go through 
the trouble of calling back again." 


By now, the lawyer on the other end must be struggling to contain his anger. 


100,000 dollars. It was an absurdly high amount for a defamation settlement in Japan. However, 
as long as | held the upper hand, | don't intend to budge even a little bit. 


It seemed they were inexperienced in this kind of negotiation. It almost made me lose my 
motivation to continue when they readily caved and increased their offer with the slightest push. 


"Now, you were saying, 100,000 dollars?" 

"..Yes." 

"Not even close." 

"W-What do you mean!?" 

"My client has a bedridden mother, a younger brother, and a sister. Considering her mother's 
medical expenses, her siblings' education and living expenses until they reach adulthood, 
100,000 dollars is simply not enough." 

"W-Why should we care about that?! That's your problem!" 

| let out an exaggerated sigh. 

"Honestly, do you have no shame? 

Let me paint you a picture. There's a hardworking woman who's been supporting her family all 
by herself. And you, you accuse her of theft, attempting to destroy her reputation and her life. If 
you had even an ounce of decency, you'd want to offer her family some financial support, 
wouldn't you?" 

My eloquent speech boiled down to two words: Pay up. 

"Just tell us how much you want." 


It seemed Miyasato understood. | laid out my demand without hesitation. 


"You started with 60,000 dollars, but let's make that apiece. For a family of four, 240,000 
dollars." 


"D-Don't be ridiculous! You're delusional! 240,000 dollars?! Just for a little accusation of theft?! 
Absolutely not! We'll never pay that much!" 


"Very well, the negotiation is over. Tell that to your employer. | look forward to seeing you again 
in court, with a gallery full of journalists. As you've witnessed today, | take great pleasure in 
dismantling witnesses during cross-examination. Besides, I'm not limiting myself to just 
defamation. I'm also considering filing a criminal complaint against Shichiro Yasui for sexual 
harassment. Anyway, give my regards to your client." 

"W-Wait, don't hang up! Hold on, just give me a moment!" 


| had to suppress a triumphant grin. 


"Alright, I'll wait a bit longer. Just a bit, mind you. If you take too long, the phone might 
malfunction again for some unknown reason." 


"Ugh..." 

For a while, hushed voices and the sounds of a discussion drifted from the other end of the line. 
| could hear the occasional outburst from a young man, presumably Shichiro Yasui, expressing 
his displeasure. | thought it might take a while, but the discussion ended in less than a minute. 


"We understand. We'll offer 200,000 dollars! You can't possibly have any complaints about that!" 


And there it was. 200,000 dollars as a settlement for defamation. As if | could ever complain 
about that. 


"Naturally, that's the full amount to be paid to my client as a settlement for the defamation, 
correct?" 


"Of course." 

"Good. Now, with that out of the way, why don't you tell me about my fee?" 

"W-What are you talking about!?" 

"Being a lawyer isn't exactly charity work, you know. I'm going to need my fee for this case, 
obviously. But the amount you just offered is meant to be paid in full to my client as a settlement 
for the defamation. Separately, you have an obligation to cover the expenses my client incurred 
because of this whole mess you created. Wouldn't you agree?" 


In other words: Pay up. 


It was a shameless shakedown, even by my standards, but it was effective when dealing with 
someone clearly out of their depth. 


"Don't be ridiculous! Anything more than this—" 


A dull thud echoed as | slammed the receiver down on the desk. 


| should probably lay off the negotiation tactics for a while after this case. Otherwise, this poor 
receiver wouldn't last much longer. 


"Oops, my apologies. Did you say something?" 


"Look, I'm not being completely unreasonable here. But | did have to hire some people for the 
investigation, and as you know, the standard lawyer's fee is 10% for cases with financial 
benefits between 20,000 and 200,000 dollars. But I'm not that greedy. Half of that would be 
more than enough." 


"_..Give US a moment." 


"Take your time. Though, | wouldn't want to keep you waiting too long. Like | said, the phone 
line's a bit unstable today." 


" ..We'll be no more than three minutes." 


However, this time the discussion only lasted about ten seconds. It seemed like they had moved 
past anger and reached the stage of resignation. 


Miyasato spoke, his voice heavy with exhaustion. 

"Alright. We accept your terms." 

"Excellent. That's wonderful news. This means you and | can avoid a messy legal battle. After 
all, reaching an amicable settlement is always preferable to a bloody fight in court, wouldn't you 
agree?" 

Miyasato ignored my question and simply said, "I'll be in touch," before hanging up. 

"Well, that went well." 

| turned to Satsuki and Yukina. 

"...How much was it? | heard some incredible numbers being thrown around.” 


Yukina asked hesitantly. | grinned and held up two fingers. 


"T-Twenty thousand dollars!" 


The exclamation came from both Yukina and Satsuki simultaneously, though their tones differed 
slightly. 


"...Honestly, | Knew you were a demon, but even | didn't think you'd stoop this low." 
Satsuki said with a scornful look. | chuckled and added, 

"Actually, it's one digit higher." 

At that, even Satsuki's expression morphed into one of pure astonishment. 

"T-Two hundred thousand!?" 


As Satsuki's litany of "heartless" and "demon" resumed, | started to think about how | was going 
to break the news to Mai Ayasaki. I'd heard enough expressions of gratitude to last a lifetime. 


Still, even if it was at the expense of someone with more money than they knew what to do with, 
raking in hundreds of thousands of dollars in just a few days' work... This was why once you 


went lawyer, you never went back. 


November 7th, 2:03 PM, Yamashika Law Office 


The day after | thoroughly cleaned out the rich guy, it was business as usual. 

Satsuki was still at school, and Yukina, for some reason, had decided to stay on campus today. 
"What can | do for you?" 

| couldn't help but be a little wary, as | addressed the lone visitor. 

| had only one client today. And it was none other than the man | had just fleeced yesterday. 

"| have a matter I'd like to consult you about." 

Goro Yasui said in a dignified voice, befitting the head of a prestigious family. 

"You want to consult with me, after we were on opposing sides just yesterday?" 


"| apologize for what transpired. The fault lies with me. And while it did end in a settlement, | 
assure you, | did not begrudge the amount. | hope you will accept that as a sign of my sincerity." 


His words rang true. The 200,000 dollars settlement and my 10,000 dollars fee had been wired 
to my account without a fuss the previous night. The rich truly were a different breed. 


| leaned back in my chair, crossed my legs, and gestured for him to continue. 
"Very well. What is it?" 

"| have something I'd like to consult you about, as a lawyer." 

"Did you commit a crime?" 

"No. This is a civil matter." 


"You already have Miyasato as your legal counsel. If you need legal advice, you should consult 
him." 


Besides, I'm not very good with civil cases — | added silently in my head. 
Yasui shook his head slightly at my suggestion. 


"He's no good. He's too involved with family matters. This is a matter | can only entrust to an 
outsider like you. Of course, I'm willing to pay a consultation fee. How much will it be?" 


It wasn't exactly a proud moment to be swayed by money. 


But | wasn't such a saint that I'd refuse to entertain the idea of profiting from simply listening to 
someone's problems. 


"That'll be 120 dollars." 
The standard consultation fee at my firm was 30 dollars for thirty minutes, but this was a wealthy 
client, so | decided to inflate the price a little. However, Yasui didn't even blink as he took out a 


black leather wallet and placed the bills on the table. 


...Damn. It was hard to squeeze him for more when he was this willing to pay up. | silently 
pocketed the money and sat up straight. 


"Tell me what's on your mind." 
"As you can see, | don't have much time left." 
| took another look at Yasui. He was certainly old enough to be considered elderly, but... 


"You look like you have at least twenty years left in you." 


"Perhaps, if I'm lucky. But | suffered a mild heart attack just a month ago. | managed to pull 
through, but it seems I've been pushing myself too hard. There's no telling when | might keel 
over. 


As you know, | have accumulated a certain amount of assets. Upon my death, they will naturally 
become my inheritance. My entire estate will be passed down to my two sons, Rokuro and 
Shichiro, but..." 

The old man trailed off, seemingly hesitant. 

"You've seen what Shichiro is like." 


"__.Indeed." 


Shichiro Yasui. The very same person who had slandered my client, Mai Ayasaki. An arrogant, 
spoiled brat who lived off his father's wealth. 


"Shichiro has an older brother named Rokuro. He's a fine young man. But Shichiro... He's my 
failure of a son. They say you should love your children unconditionally, but he's an exception. 
I'm his father, so | Know what I'm talking about. This recent incident has only solidified my belief. 
He's inherited all of my worst traits..." 


Goro spat out the words. To be spoken of in such a manner by one's own father... Shichiro really 
was something else. 


"And?" 

"| don't want him inheriting my assets. I'm willing to leave him enough to live comfortably, but 
nothing more. | take pride in being a part of the Yasui family. Rokuro's intelligence and my 
assets are essential for the Yasui family to prosper. That's why | came to you..." 

"You want me to tell you how to prevent your son from inheriting your assets?" 


"Precisely." 


"You don't need to consult me for something like that. Just ask your lawyer to explain how to 
write a will." 


Yasui tapped his knee impatiently with his finger. 
"Don't you understand what would happen if | did something like that? Shichiro would contest 


the will, drag Rokuro into it, and we'd have a ridiculous drama dragging on for years. | can't have 
the Yasui family name dragged through the mud like that." 


He was right. That sounded exactly like something Shichiro would do. 


A will is the most important guideline for the distribution of assets. However, it's not impossible 
to have a will invalidated if, for example, it's argued that the person who wrote it was mentally 
unstable. If the will were to be deemed invalid, the inheritance would be distributed equally 
among the legal heirs. 


"And then there's the matter of the forced share, isn't there?" 
The old man said it as if confirming something. 
"Yes, indeed." 


The forced share. It's a system that guarantees the spouse or children of the deceased — in 
other words, the owner of the property — the right to inherit a certain percentage of the estate. 


For example, if this old man, Goro Yasui, were to die without a will, and the only heirs were 
Rokuro and Shichiro, the estate would be divided equally between the two. 


However, even if Goro were to leave a will stating that "all of the estate shall be inherited by 
Rokuro,” it doesn't mean that Rokuro would receive everything. 


The Civil Code guarantees that the surviving family members will inherit a certain percentage of 
the estate to prevent them from suddenly finding themselves destitute. That's the "forced share." 
In Japan at least, the percentage guaranteed by the forced share is half of the inheritance that 
would have been received under the law. In the event of Goro's death, if Rokuro and Shichiro 
are the only heirs, the law stipulates that they will each inherit half of the estate. Of that half, half 
again — that is, a quarter of the total — is guaranteed to be inheritable through the forced 
share. 


In other words, even if the old man were to leave a will stating that he "wants Rokuro to inherit 
all of the estate," Shichiro would still be entitled to at least 25% of the total inheritance. 


Goro Yasui shook his head. 
"If Shichiro were to take a quarter of the inheritance, it would hinder Rokuro's ability to maintain 
my company. Shichiro should be able to live comfortably with 5% of the inheritance. Isn't there... 


some other way?" 


His demeanor and voice were dignified, but there was a hint of desperation in them. However, 
when it came to this kind of consultation, | could only shrug my shoulders. 


"The forced share is a system established by law. Even if you were to dispute the validity of this 
system in court, the chances of winning are practically zero. 


If | were to answer your question as a lawyer, there's only one model answer. Find a witness no 
one can find fault with, get a health certificate from a doctor no one can find fault with, and 
under the guidance of a brilliant lawyer no one can find fault with, create a perfect will and have 
75% of the estate passed on to Rokuro. That would be the best course of action." 


Goro Yasui didn't look impressed in the slightest. 


"Let's say | did as you suggested. On top of that, if you were the lawyer hired by Shichiro, what 
would you do to ensure he inherits more of the estate?" 


"That's a no-brainer. It might sound contradictory, but if you ask me, it's impossible to write a 
perfect will. No matter how competent a doctor is, there are bound to be one or two things you 
can pick on. You'd exploit those flaws to invalidate the health certificate and then argue that the 
old man was in a state of dementia when he wrote the will. If that argument is accepted, the will 
would be invalidated, and the estate would be neatly divided between the two sons." 


Yasui let out a heavy sigh. It was clear he wasn't pleased. 


Since | was being paid, | decided to put on my best customer service face and offer one more 
suggestion. 


"Well, there's always this: you could file a petition with the family court to have Shichiro's 
inheritance rights revoked on the grounds that he's a constant source of trouble and worry. If his 
inheritance rights are revoked, the ‘forced share’ wouldn't even come into play. Rokuro would 
inherit the entire estate, and you could even write in your will that you're 'giving a portion of the 
inheritance to Shichiro out of the goodness of your heart." 

"Hmm. Is that something that can be done easily?" 

"Shichiro pawned off your jewels without your permission and then falsely accused an innocent 
woman of theft. That should be more than enough reason to have his inheritance rights 
revoked." 

This time, the old man seemed interested. 


"| see. That might not be a bad idea. 


But let's say, hypothetically, that you were Shichiro. If such measures were taken against you, 
how would you retaliate?" 


| answered casually. 


"Let's see. One way is to adopt a child. Have you heard of 'subrogation'? 
"No, | haven't." 


"Let's say there's a person named A who has the right to inherit their father's estate. If, for some 
reason, A's inheritance rights are revoked, who do you think would inherit those rights?" 


"...1 don't know. Wouldn't they just disappear?" 


"That's true if A doesn't have any children. A's share of the inheritance would be distributed 
among the other heirs. 


However, if A has a child, the inheritance rights are passed on directly to that child. If the father's 
inheritance rights are revoked, they are transferred to the child. That's the system of 
subrogation. And to add to that, the child in this case can be an adopted child. So even if 
Shichiro's inheritance rights were revoked, if he were to adopt someone..." 

"You're saying my plan would be useless." 


| shrugged in agreement. 


"Of course, if the adoption is so blatantly for the purpose of inheriting the estate, you could 
always sue for its invalidation." 


".,.90 there's a loophole either way. That won't do." 

What a demanding client. 

"Attorney Yamashika, | came to you because | was counting on you. You were brilliant in court, 
cornering both me and Shichiro. And you're the one who managed to raise the settlement 


amount from a measly 60,000 to 200,000. Isn't there anything else you can do?" 


"Don't be ridiculous. I'm not really cut out for these messy civil cases. You'd be better off 
spending your money on some hotshot lawyer; they'd probably have better answers than me." 


"Is that so?" 
Yasui sighed in disappointment and fell silent. 
"Actually, there is one more way." 


"...What is it?" 


| gave him a sly grin. If he wanted to hear Yamashika's brand of advice, | was happy to oblige. 
"Shichiro could just kill you. If a child kills their parent, their inheritance rights are revoked 
without question. Even if Shichiro were to take it to court, he'd be laughed out of the room, so 
there wouldn't be any ugly disputes. And as for adopting a child, no one would allow a convicted 
murderer to become a foster parent." 


"..} see." 


He must have taken that as a joke. Goro Yasui stood up, a wry smile on his face — an 
expression I'd never seen on him before. 


"That sounds just like you. You've given me a lot to think about." 
"| don't recall giving any noteworthy advice." 


"As you said, I'll have to find some kind of compromise. It wasn't a wasted trip just to confirm 
that. Well then, I'll be on my way." 


| watched silently as Yasui left. 
| reached into my suit pocket and pulled out the bills | had received earlier. 
120 dollars for a thirty-minute consultation. 


"Makes you wonder why anyone bothers with an honest day's work..." 
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Chapter 3: A Lawyer's Longest Night 


November 11th, 11:58 PM, Yamashika Law Office 


You'd be hard-pressed to find someone who genuinely dislikes sleep. 


It's a time for the body, the mind, every part of a human being to rest and recuperate, a time for 
the heart to find peace. 


Which is precisely why people tend to frown upon anything that rudely yanks them from that 
blissful state — and in my case, the culprit wasn't Yukina's gentle voice, but the incredibly 


impersonal ringing of the telephone. 


| opened my eyes in the darkness and reached for the backlit clock on my nightstand. It hadn't 
even been ten minutes since | dozed off. 


"Damn it, who the hell..." 
Calling a law office this late at night? It had to be either someone in dire need or a prank call. 


But the only souls who knew | was here at this hour were Yukina, a no-good detective, or maybe 
that delinquent middle schooler, Satsuki. 


That said, the possibility of it being Yukina wasn't exactly zero. And if it was, yelling, "What time 
do you think it is?! I'm suing you for sleep deprivation, you bastard!" wouldn't exactly be the best 
course of action. 

| managed to rein in my annoyance and answered the phone in a somewhat civil tone. 


"Hello, this is Yamashika Law Office." 


"Haa... Haa..." 


A young man's ragged breathing. Just another pervert, | thought, ready to hang up. But then... 
"Is that you, attorney Yamashika?" 
That's what it sounded like. He seemed to be desperately trying to calm his ragged breathing. 


The voice sounded vaguely familiar, but my sleep-addled brain couldn't quite place it. 


"Yes, speaking." 


"Oh, thank goodness you picked up. | Know it's an awful time to call, and | apologize. But | seem 
to have found myself in a bit of a predicament..." 


His voice was peppered with deep breaths, but his tone was otherwise calm. Yet, there was a 
strange lightness to it, a disconcerting lack of weight. 


And then it hit me. I'd spoken to someone who spoke with this oddly composed cadence 
recently. On the phone, no less. 


"You're the guy who tipped me off about a week ago, right?" 
"Ah, you remember! Did that piece of evidence prove useful?" 
"...You could say that." 

| felt my sleepiness rapidly receding. 


"I'm glad to hear it. It's a bit late for introductions, but my name is Rokuro Yasui. I'm sure you've 
heard the name..." 


| had a hunch about it. 
Someone who knew Shichiro Yasui well enough to know about him pawning off a shady 
gemstone? It had to be someone close to him. Someone whose name had come up a few 


times, but who had never appeared before me. 


And as it turned out, that someone was the eldest son of a wealthy family, from whom I'd 
managed to extract a hefty sum just recently. 


"Yes, | know who you are. Now, what do you want?" 
"| apologize for calling at such an hour. | need you to be my lawyer." 


| owed him one, so | somehow managed to swallow the "Are you kidding me? Do you have any 
idea what time it is, you idiot?" that was on the tip of my tongue. 


"Can't this wait till morning?" 
"I'm afraid not. It seems I'm in a bit of a hurry. Right now, | could probably manage to meet you 


somewhere, but... if we wait until tomorrow afternoon, I'm afraid our meeting place might 
become somewhat... limited." 


"Limited?" 
| couldn't help but ask, and Rokuro answered casually. 
"A detention center." 


There weren't many reasons why someone would only be able to meet their lawyer at a 
detention center. 


"What did you do?" 

"| haven't done anything. It seems I'm suspected of murder. The police are searching for me as 
we speak. | believe they're currently lurking around here. I'm hiding in the thickets, sneaking 
around." 

His tone was so nonchalant that | almost missed it. 

"...Did you just say murder?" 

"Yes, that's right." 

"Who was murdered?" 

"Don't be surprised, but it's someone you've talked to a couple times. Goro Yasui... my father." 


"...What?!" 


It took a good three seconds for my sleep-addled brain to process his words. This Rokuro guy 
seemed to enjoy dropping bombshells with a straight face. 


| recalled my recent conversation with the old man about his will and inheritance. And with that, | 
resigned myself to the fact that | wouldn't be reacquainting myself with the warm embrace of my 
bed anytime soon. 


"Alright, | got it. I'll meet you and hear you out. But before that, tell me what happened." 


"It's quite simple, really. You see, my father and | had this habit of taking walks together in the 
nearby park at night. Just now, as we were walking, suddenly, ‘bang, bang,’ just like that." 


"Was it a handgun? You said they shot your father, right? Where was he shot? Did you actually 
confirm he's dead?" 


"One question at a time, please. I'm still trying to process everything myself." 


He said that, yet his voice remained remarkably calm. 

"Fine, one question at a time. First, the victim was your father, Goro Yasui, correct?" 
"Yes, that's right." 

"Where was he shot?" 

"Around the chest, | believe." 

"The heart?" 

"There was quite a lot of blood, so | imagine it must have been." 

"How many shots did you hear?" 

"| believe... two. Definitely not three." 

"What did you do after that?" 


"Well, my father just... crumpled to the ground like a puppet with its strings cut. And then, 
something dark and shiny was tossed at me. | caught it instinctively..." 


"...9omething dark and shiny?" 

| had a bad feeling about this. 

"You guessed it. It was the gun. A revolver, | believe." 

"And then?" 

"It was only then that | realized my father had been shot. | rushed to his side, but... 


Everything after that is a bit hazy. | saw the blood gushing from his chest, and my mind just went 
blank. | must have dropped the gun and ran." 


"I'm guessing you weren't wearing gloves or anything." 
"No. My fingerprints must be all over it." 
"Have you ever had your fingerprints taken by the police?" 


"Just recently, during that whole jewelry theft incident." 


| clicked my tongue. Inwardly, | was starting to realize the thrill of the situation. 
"This is bad, even for you." 

"| couldn't agree more." 

He said that, but his voice betrayed no real concern. 

"The police have the entire park surrounded. | don't think | can get out of here." 
"... That's strange. You said it happened just a little while ago?" 


"Yes. | might have lost track of time while | was in shock, but | don't think it's been more than 
twenty or thirty minutes..." 


"Was anyone else around when your father was shot?" 
"Someone must have been there to throw the gun at me. But | didn't see them." 
The police had the park surrounded less than thirty minutes after the incident. 


That was odd. Their response was way too fast. And who the hell called the police in the first 
place? The perpetrator? 


"Which park are we talking about?" 
"Oyama Park... does that ring a bell? It's right next to my house. To the north." 


| knew it. Oyama Park was a famous nature park in this area. And, for the record, I'd been 
secretly considering taking Yukina there for a date sometime. 


And then it hit me. The reason for the police's swift response. The park was right next to a police 
station. Although, the question of who made the call still remained. 


"So, what should | do? If you think | should turn myself in, | will." 


Under normal circumstances, that would be the right thing to do. You need to prove your 
innocence, and running away will only make you look guilty. 


But from what I'd heard, Rokuro was in a precarious position. Walking into the police station now 
would be like walking into a lion's den with a raw steak tied to his back. 


"No, that's out of the question. I'll come get you. Give me your cell phone number." 


After getting the number, | threw some clothes on, grabbed my keys, and was out the door in 
three minutes flat. 


Just as | was about to leave, a thought struck me. | picked up the phone and dialed a number 
etched in my memory. 


It was late, unforgivably late, to be making a call like this. But she picked up on the fifth ring. 
"Hello, Misumi speaking." 

"Yukina? It's me." 

"Ah, Mr. Yamashika." 


"Sorry to call at this hour, but something came up, could you prepare a late-night meal for two? | 
think I'll be there in about an hour." 


"Of course, | understand." 


To ask her to whip up a meal at this ungodly hour, with nothing but a cryptic "something came 
up," was a special kind of inconsiderate. And yet, she agreed without missing a beat. 


Leave it to the woman | love, | thought, momentarily forgetting the gravity of the situation. But 
even | had to admit, that sounded incredibly cheesy, even in my own head. 


November 12th, 12:17 AM, Oyama Park, North Entrance 


Just as Rokuro had described, the park was crawling with police. 


It was a sprawling park, so vast that an entire mountain sat nestled within its boundaries — the 
reason behind its name, Oyama, meaning "large mountain." 


The base of the mountain was encircled by a network of well-maintained hiking trails, 
playgrounds, and grassy fields. For a small fee, visitors could enjoy picnics, sunbathe, or jog. It 
was a popular spot, especially on weekends. The hiking trails winding up the mountain were 
particularly popular among couples. | would have preferred to visit under different 
circumstances, perhaps with Yukina, not for a secret meeting with a man in the middle of the 
night. 


A tall chain-link fence enclosed the entire park, with four entrances — north, south, east, and 
west. | parked a safe distance from the north entrance and surveyed the scene. It was swarming 
with police officers. The other entrances were likely the same. 


It was all but confirmed: Goro Yasui was dead. The police were going all out, pulling out all the 
stops. He wasn't just anyone, after all. He was a man whose influence reached even the highest 
ranks of the prosecutor's office. 

The fence itself wasn't insurmountable; a healthy adult could easily scale it. But the perimeter 
was heavily guarded, with officers stationed every few dozen meters. It was an impressive 
display of manpower. They must've called in every officer in the district. 


| circled around to the northeast side of the park, parked away from the streetlights, and called 
Rokuro. 


"Hello?" 
"It's me. You still inside?" 


"You made it! Thank goodness. | was about to try climbing the fence, but there are just too many 
cops." 


"Listen carefully. I'm on the northeast side of the park. | can't get any closer without attracting 
attention." 


"| see. What should | do?" 

"Just get as close to the fence as you can." 

"Got it." 

After waiting a few minutes, the number of police officers loitering around the park showed no 
sign of decreasing. Just then, under the dim streetlights of the park, a figure was seen 
approaching the fence, crouching low. 

The moment that figure pressed something to their ear, my phone rang. 

"I’m here. I’m right by the fence now." 

"Right, | see you." 


But what to do next? 


The police were still wandering around the area. Although it was a large park, the security 
wasn’t that tight. But if he tried to climb over the park fence, he’d be spotted immediately. 


There was no other way. Let’s take a bit of a risk. 


"Listen carefully, Rokuro. I’m going to honk my horn three times, then turn on my headlights. As 
soon as you hear the first honk, climb over the fence and get into the passenger seat of the car." 


"Got it. Let’s give it a shot." 
| hung up and kept an eye on the police officers around the park. 
These guys, called out for a job with no end in sight at such an hour, would soon— 


Just as | thought, one of the officers put their hand over their mouth and tilted their head back. A 
yawn. 


Without hesitation, | honked my horn. Beep, beep, beep—three long blasts. 


The yawning officer snapped his head towards the sound, and at the same time, a figure 
scrambled over the fence. 


| flicked on the headlights and hit the gas, driving towards the shadowy figure. 
"Hey, you there! Stop!" 
An officer shouted, finally noticing Rokuro. But | wasn't about to stop. 


| waited until Rokuro slammed the passenger door shut before peeling away from the curb. | 
sped off into the night, praying that the darkness was enough to obscure my license plate. 


After getting quite far from the park, there were no sirens. No flashing lights in my rearview 
mirror. 


| let out a sigh of relief and turned to my passenger, who was still trying to catch his breath. 
"So you're Rokuro Yasui?" 


"That's right. You must be attorney Yamashika. That was some impressive driving back there. 
You do this often?" 


"You could say I've had some experience." 


He was exactly as I'd imagined from his voice on the phone. A tall and slender man, about five 
feet nine inches, with a neatly arranged face that still held a hint of youthfulness. If | had to 
describe him in a word, I'd say he seemed like a rather frivolous-looking, pleasant young man. 
Dressed in navy slacks and a gray vest, he certainly exuded an air of wealth. 
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Despite the fact that his father had been murdered right before his eyes, and that he might have 
been set up as the culprit, his voice didn't tremble with anxiety, and his speech, while a bit slow, 
was Clear. Was this simply his personality? 

"Thank you for coming to get me. You're still willing to take my case, right?" 

"Before we get to that, | have a few questions for you." 

"What is it? I'll answer if | can." 

"About the pawn shop incident. Why try to frame your own brother?" 

"| wasn't trying to frame him. Mai... no, Ayasaki, she wasn't a thief. She'd been working for my 
family for years. | couldn't just let them accuse her of stealing and throw her out on the street. | 
told you about the pawn shop for her sake. Though, | admit, | wasn't opposed to giving my 
brother a taste of his own medicine." 


| let out a low whistle. 


"So that's why your family was so willing to negotiate. You were the one pushing them to pay up, 
weren't you?" 


"Let's just say | made it clear that refusing to pay would have...unpleasant consequences for the 
family name. Besides, we're not exactly hurting for money. She deserved that much, at the very 
least, for all her hard work." 


Rokuro chuckled bitterly as he continued. 


"But you were pretty impressive even back there. Three times the original amount? You drive a 
hard bargain, attorney Yamashika." 


"But you were the one who convinced them to pay that much, weren't you?" 


"Well, a mother with four kids needs that much to get by. | told my dad that if they didn't listen to 
you, they'd end up in court and become a laughingstock." 


He was cool, calm, and collected, with a quick mind. 
The opposite of Shichiro. | wouldn't want to cross-examine him. 
"One last thing, as your lawyer, | have to ask. You didn't actually kill Goro Yasui, did you?" 


"Of course not. I've never even fired a gun." 


"...Alright then, I'll take your case. I'm a man of my word." 


Besides, how could | resist a murder case this intriguing? - though | couldn't quite say that out 
loud. 


"| appreciate it. You can bill me for the defense fee later, as much as you like." 
"I'll do just that." 


| pictured the misfit detective who was always happy to work for a free meal. Maybe it was time | 
paid him actual money for once. 


"Okay, Mr. Rokuro. As your lawyer, | need you to listen carefully." 
"Anything. I'm in your hands." 


"First, we need to lay low for tonight. You need to clear your head and prepare for the police 
interrogation. Besides, we need to see what they're going to do." 


"| don't know much about the law. Will | be charged with fleeing the scene or something?" 
"Don't worry about the legal stuff. I'll take care of it. The real problem is what we do tomorrow. 
Your father was a famous man. The police are probably already investigating this as a murder. | 
doubt they've considered the possibility that his own son shot him. If we play our cards right, 
you'll be in the clear before they even realize what hit them." 

"You think it will be that easy?" 


| shrugged at his question, though whether he was serious or joking, | couldn't tell. 


"Who knows? But from what you've told me, it sounds like someone's trying to frame you. If 
that's the case, things are about to get messy." 


As if to punctuate my words, | let out a string of curses and slammed my fist against the steering 
wheel. 


"Damn it! Looks like tonight's just not my night." 
"W-what is it?" 
"A checkpoint." 


A hundred meters ahead, a cluster of police cars blocked the road, their flashing red lights 
painting the asphalt in an eerie glow. 


There was no turning back. Moments later, an officer in full uniform, his face illuminated by his 
flashlight, flagged me down. My plan to speed past the park on the highway had backfired 
spectacularly. 

And then, approaching my car was— 

"Ngh, you jerk! What are you doing here of all places!?" 

It turned out to be a plainclothes detective | knew, somehow mixed in with the uniformed police. 
Of all the cops they could have sent, it had to be Shuko Haneda. A detective who had barely hit 
his mid-twenties, he was the very definition of incompetent. Unfortunately, what he lacked in 
skill, he made up for in temper. And once he got going, his already limited intelligence seemed 


to plummet by at least fifty percent. His catchphrases? "Don't mess with me!" and "You jerk!" 


Judging by the dark circles under his eyes and the scowl etched on his face, he'd been working 
all night. 


The fact that a murder specialist like Haneda was manning a checkpoint alongside uniformed 
officers meant that this wasn't just a routine check for drunk drivers or modified cars. Things 
were escalating faster than I'd anticipated. The police weren't satisfied with just cordoning off the 
park; they were setting up checkpoints on the surrounding roads as well. Either they were 
looking for someone who had escaped from the park, or they were taking extra precautions to 
catch anyone trying to flee the scene. 

I quickly assessed the situation and answered Haneda's question with a bored shrug. 

"What does it look like I'm doing? Driving." 

"Suspicious. You're up to something, aren't you? Do you have any idea what time it is?" 

"Let me tell you something, Detective Haneda." 

"...What?" 

"The thing is..." 


His sullen expression didn't change, but it seemed like he'd taken a slight interest. Haneda 
leaned in a little closer. 


Without hesitation, | yelled at the top of my lungs. 


"There's no law against driving at night! Now get out of my way, you petty bureaucrat!" 


"Y-You jerk...!" 

Haneda sputtered, his face turning an interesting shade of crimson. 
"| can arrest you for obstruction of justice, you know!?" 

"Oh ho, trying to threaten me, Detective Haneda? Keep dreaming. 


Go ahead and arrest me if you want. But make sure you can prove | obstructed justice. You 
know my reputation, and all | said was to let me go quickly. 


Don't think you can just release me later for lack of evidence. If you do, I'll sue you for false 
arrest and then press charges against you for coercion. I'd love to see your face plastered all 
over the news. Public officials are such easy targets for the media. How about this for a 
headline: ‘Arrogant Rookie Detective Sued for Harassment by Famous Lawyer'?" 

"Ggh... W-Why you...!" 


"| don't have time for this. Now move!" 


The green rookie detective seemed to be itching for a fight, but perhaps he couldn't find a way 
to resist me. He silently gestured to the uniformed police officer, and soon my path was cleared. 


"If you had done this from the start, you wouldn't have wasted my time." 
"Shut up and get out of here!" 


"Now, now, don't be so rude. You've got quite a security presence here. Did you let a dangerous 
criminal escape during transport?" 


"That's none of your business! Just go!" 

"Fine, fine. Such a grumpy public servant." 

Thankfully, the darkness had masked Rokuro's presence in the passenger seat. 
| quickly started the car before Detective Haneda could ask any more questions. 


November 12th, 1:05 AM, Misumi Residence 


My next stop was the Misumi residence, Yukina's family home. With her father away on 
business in America, she was living there alone. 


Both my apartment and office were out of the question; the police would surely be watching 
them. So, for tonight at least, Yukina's house was the safest place for us. 


Yukina greeted us at the door in her pajamas and a padded dressing gown, rubbing the sleep 
from her eyes. I'd make it up to her later, | promised myself. 


When | explained that the man with me was the brother of the man who had framed Mai 
Ayasaki, Yukina's demeanor shifted slightly, becoming more guarded. However, as soon as | 
mentioned that Rokuro had been the one to secretly intervene on Ayasaki's behalf, she 
immediately warmed up to him, even offering him a bowl of rice porridge. She couldn't hide her 
surprise, though, when | told her that Rokuro's father had been murdered. 

Once we were settled and Rokuro had eaten, | decided it was time to get some answers. 

"You said you were taking a walk in the park? Why would you be out walking at that hour?" 
"My father always had bodyguards with him during the day. It was hard to find time to talk to him 
alone. So, for a while now, we'd been secretly meeting for walks in Oyama Park late at night. It 
was close to our house, and it was relatively safe, even at night." 

"SO, no one else knew about your nightly walks?" 

If that was the case, it would make things a lot easier. However, Rokuro shook his head. 


"Just one other person. The housekeeper at our family estate." 


That wasn't good. If the police questioned the housekeeper, it wouldn't be long before they 
found out about Rokuro's alibi. 


"Do you have any idea who might have wanted your father dead?" 

"It's hard to say. My father was a powerful man who made a lot of enemies. If | had to guess, I'd 
say it was probably someone involved in his business dealings... But there's also the matter of 
his inheritance. | would stand to inherit a significant amount of money now that he's gone." 

Of course, that could be seen as a motive. 

Suddenly, | recalled something quite obvious. 


"Which means your brother has a motive as well." 


"Yeah, Shichiro's in the same boat as me. Well, | was the only one with Dad when he was killed, 
so | guess I'm the only one who could be suspected." 


He spoke words that were tightening the noose around his own neck. 
But | remembered what happened four days ago when | consulted with Goro Yasui. 


™Shichiro could just kill you. If a child kills their parent, their inheritance rights are revoked 
without question.” 


Assuming Rokuro was innocent, the most suspicious person in this situation was Shichiro. 


| then asked a few more questions, but couldn't get any new information that would help me 
figure out the situation. It was already past two in the morning. 


Perhaps because of the late hour, | was starting to feel my mind getting dull. My eyes were 
getting tired, and when | looked over, | saw that Yukina was also nodding off. Rokuro still 
seemed to be able to stay awake, perhaps because of the tension, but if this continued, it would 
be tough on him from tomorrow. On top of that, we might have to deal with a detective tough as 
a yakuza from the homicide division. 


"Yukina, I'm sorry to ask, but could you let him borrow your father's bed or something? If 
possible, I'd also appreciate it if you could lend me a blanket." 


"Eh? Ah, yes, of course. I'll get them ready." 
Yukina seemed surprised by my sudden proposal, but she readily agreed. 
"| guess I'll have to get some rest too?" Rokuro asked. 


"Yeah. The police are probably searching like crazy right now. If we rest while they're working, 
tomorrow's interrogation, if there is one, will be a little easier." 


After a while, Yukina came back. Her eyes were glazed over, and she looked like she was about 
to fall asleep. 


"Yukina, you can go to sleep now. I'm just going to call the lousy detective. You too, Rokuro." 
"Okay. Then, Mr. Zenko, please excuse me... Mr. Yasui, your bed is over here..." 

"Thank you. I'll get some rest too." 

Yukina gave another small yawn and walked out with unsteady steps. 

| also wanted to go to sleep as soon as possible. The feeling of my head getting fuzzy, a feeling 


unique to sleep deprivation, was coming over me. But | still had something to do. | took out my 
phone and dialed a number. 


"... This pattern again?" 
The owner of the voice on the other end of the line greeted me with extreme displeasure. 


Well, anyone would be in a bad mood if they were woken up by their phone ringing 20 times in 
the middle of the night. 


"Hey, it's work." 

"As usual, | have no right to refuse?" 

"It's urgent. Just listen to what happened." 

| heard a sigh from the other end of the phone. 

"Fine, I'll listen, so hurry up and let me go back to sleep." 


"Goro Yasui was murdered." 


After a few seconds of silence, | heard a loud click of the tongue from the other end of the 
phone. 


Even a rotten lowlife like me could tell. It was clear evidence of a misfit detective's morbid 
curiosity getting the better of him. 


"Damn it, tell the killer to do it during daylight next time! Now, hurry up and fill me in on the 
details!" 


A few minutes later. 


After | told him everything, Kageno seemed interested and motivated. What a terrible guy, 
considering someone had been killed. 


"So, as usual, you want me to find the suspect?" 
"That's right. It could have been an assassination, but the timing is too perfect. Shichiro Yasui, 
who was supposed to share the inheritance, and anyone else related to Goro Yasui. If you dig 


around there, something should come up." 


"Geez, you say it so easily. As if I'm not the one who has to do all the investigating." 


Ignoring Kageno's grumbling, | asked him, 
"From what you've heard, who do you think is the most suspicious?" 


"It has to be Rokuro Yasui. He gets his hands on the inheritance as soon as his father kicks the 
bucket, and he was at the scene of the crime." 


"...Exclude my client." 


"But he was definitely at the scene of the murder, wasn't he? Maybe he's just trying to trick you 
into defending him, and he's really the killer?" 


Rokuro Yasui. He's strangely cheerful, but his mind works fast. Could he have killed his father to 
obtain the inheritance, and then pretended to be falsely accused...? 


| couldn't say it was impossible. However, 
"That's unlikely." 


| couldn't imagine Rokuro needing to kill his father. There was no sign that he was having 
financial difficulties, and since they often took walks together, | didn't think he hated his father. 


On the other hand, Shichiro was a good-for-nothing son who lived a life of pleasure and had 
recently been found to have pawned jewelry belonging to his father. It was easy to speculate 
that he might have killed his father before he could be disinherited. 

Incidentally, | told Kageno about how Goro Yasui had come to me four days ago for a 
consultation about his will. Goro Yasui was trying to leave a will that would leave a larger share 
of his inheritance to Rokuro than to Shichiro. Rokuro would have inherited a large sum of money 
without having to do anything. Of course, Rokuro probably didn't know this yet. 

There was no need to tell Kageno any more. 

"| see. | understand." 


"Good. Hurry up and find out." 


"Yeah, yeah, I'm the one who has to do the investigating anyway. You've gotten pretty good at 
bossing people around, haven't you?" 


The phone went dead immediately after his sarcastic remark. 


That was all | could do for tonight. It wasn't just Rokuro who needed sleep; | did too. As | slipped 
into the blanket Yukina had prepared for me, sleepiness immediately washed over me. 


As my consciousness began to fade, | thought to myself: 


| had been wondering when | would be able to sleep under the same roof as Yukina, but | never 
thought it would happen like this. 


The question was, when would | be able to sleep in the same bed as Yukina...? 


November 12th, 8:00 AM, Misumi Residence 


"Around 11:00 PM last night, a wealthy businessman was shot and killed in a park. The victim 
has been identified as Goro Yasui, the owner of several companies. Police are investigating the 
possibility that the murder was business-related, as there were no signs of robbery of the 
victim's wallet or valuables. However, no arrests have been made yet. There are also reports 
that Mr. Yasui's eldest son has been missing since last night..." 

With the familiar park in the background, the reporter spoke. 

"So, he really passed away..." 

Yukina said sympathetically to Rokuro. 

"Yeah, | knew it was coming." 


Rokuro said. 


Although | was a little sleep-deprived from the night before, Yukina's cooking for breakfast had 
put me in a good mood. However, my client seemed more haggard than he had the day before. 


"After one night, it's just starting to sink in that my father is really gone..." 


Rokuro muttered in a small voice. By the way, I'm not very good at comforting people or being 
considerate. | just shrugged my shoulders and said, 


"Well, it's better than being all smiles after your parent was murdered. You might as well keep up 
that gloomy face for today." 


November 12th, 9:14 AM, Chinese Restaurant "Seikaen" 


As usual, Kageno looked sleepy. 
"Breakfast at this hour? What kind of life are you living?" 


"...It's your fault, y'know." 


With dark circles under his eyes, Kageno shoveled down his breakfast set A. On a side note, 
Seikaen had two types of breakfast sets: A and B. Set A was the monthly special, and set B was 
the daily special. This month's set A was eggplant stir-fried with miso sauce. It was delicious, 
but | wasn't in the mood for something so flavorful in the morning. 

| ordered oolong tea from the waitress who came by and asked Kageno, 

"What have you found out?" 

Kageno began speaking in a monotonous tone, his mouth still full of food. 

"The cause of death was a gunshot wound to the heart. The suspected murder weapon, a 
handgun, was confiscated at the scene and is currently undergoing forensic analysis. Now for 
the bad news. Immediately after the incident, the police quickly surrounded the park where it 
occurred, but they couldn't apprehend a single suspicious individual. They are currently 
searching for anyone who might have benefited from the death of Goro Yasui, and the most 
likely suspect is..." 

"My client?" 


Kageno nodded, and | clicked my tongue in irritation. 


"It seems someone saw your client leaving the mansion with Goro Yasui last night. To top it off, 
Rokuro Yasui, the victim's father, has been nowhere to be found since last night." 


"The police work fast. They've already sniffed out this much? Anything else?" 
"No. Consider yourself lucky I've managed to uncover this much in a single night." 


He might be right. In reality, there's no way an outsider like him should be able to obtain internal 
police information so easily. Sometimes, this man, Kageno, scared me. 


However... 

It seemed that outsmarting the world-renowned Japanese police wasn't going to be easy. They 
had already set their sights on my client. In that case, remaining hidden any longer wasn't the 
wisest course of action. It was time to hand Rokuro over to the police. 


With that decision made, | finished my oolong tea in one gulp and stood up. 


"Kageno, Rokuro Yasui will be covering your investigation expenses. Once you're done eating, 
get back to work." 


"... Just so you know, it's only natural for a client to pay for their detective." 
| pretended not to hear Kageno's words and left the restaurant. 


As an aside, Kageno later sent me an invoice for the oolong tea, but that's a story for another 
time. 


November 12th, 9:54 AM, Police Station 


Accompanied by Rokuro Yasui, | arrived at the police station. It was located a stone's throw 
away from Oyama Park, the crime scene. 


It's only natural for people who usually work during the day to be somewhat grumpy when 
they're called in at night. Today, the police station had a palpable tension in the air, even for an 
outsider like me. The atmosphere seemed to crackle even more intensely due to the presence 
of an unexpected visitor — a lawyer like myself. 


"...How may | help you?" 


The officer at the reception desk spoke in a frigid tone, glancing suspiciously at Rokuro beside 
me. 


"Could you please get me Detective Inaba? | have some information regarding yesterday's 
murder case." 


"_..Please wait a moment." 


They couldn't afford to be careless when it came to a murder case. As the officer made an 
internal call, | spotted two plainclothes detectives approaching us. 


"Good morning, gentlemen." 

"_..Why do you always have to show up so cheerfully, you jerk?" 

Detective Haneda snapped at me, despite my polite greeting. 

"Now, now, Haneda." 

It was Detective Inaba who reprimanded Haneda. | wasn't sure about his exact rank, but he 
looked to be in his mid-forties, with sharp eyes and short-cropped hair streaked with gray. He 


was the epitome of a "police officer easily mistaken for a yakuza." 


The reason these two always glared at me with such animosity was that | had successfully 
gotten every single suspect they had arrested acquitted. From my perspective, | was merely 


revealing the truth, and there was no reason for them to hold a grudge. However, human beings 
aren't so simple as to be able to compartmentalize things so easily. 


Conversely, you could say that these two were the root cause of so many innocent people being 
wrongfully arrested. However, | heard they were quite competent in their work and had 


apprehended numerous heinous criminals through their diligent investigations. 


The police in this country weren't incompetent. In fact, they were quite capable. Even | had to 
acknowledge that. 


However, no matter how diligently and thoroughly they conducted their investigations, there 
were times when they arrested the wrong person. And because they were usually so 
competent, it was incredibly difficult for those wrongfully accused to be proven innocent. It was 
one of our duties as lawyers to rectify such situations. 

"_..Wait a minute, is that...?" 

Detective Inaba's expression shifted as he noticed Rokuro. 


"Yes, this is Rokuro Yasui, eldest son of the murdered Goro Yasui. He's also my client." 


"..,.What?! We've been searching for this man all night! Where have you been? Depending on 
the circumstances, we might have to arrest you for harboring a fugitive!" 


"That's precisely why we're here. We can't very well talk standing here, can we? Why don't you 
take us somewhere we can sit and have some tea?" 


With evident reluctance, the two detectives led us to a room with a plate on the door that read 
"Interrogation Room 2." It was an austere room furnished with only four chairs and two desks. 
However, there was no point in complaining, so we sat down and prepared ourselves for 
questioning. 

Inaba, a pen in hand, began his inquiry. 

"Your name is Rokuro Yasui, correct?" 


"Yes, that's right," Rokuro replied. 


Before coming to the police station, | had given Rokuro one instruction: Don't answer any 
questions other than those regarding your identity. Maintain your right to remain silent. 


Following my instructions, Rokuro answered questions about his address and age without 
hesitation. 


"Alright. First, tell us, you left the mansion with Goro Yasui yesterday, didn't you?" 

"Yes, that's right." 

| replied, and Haneda slammed his hand on the table. 

"We're not talking to you! We're asking him!" 

"lam this man's legal representative. Therefore, please consider my words to be his." 
"...You're as infuriating as ever," Inaba spat. 

"I'll take that as a compliment." 

"Fine. Your client left the mansion with his father. What happened next?" 

"They went for a walk in the nearby park. You know, Oyama Park. While strolling through the 
park, Goro Yasui, who was walking with him, was suddenly shot and killed. My client, in a state 


of panic, called me for help." 


"| see. That raises a few questions. Why didn't he call the police or an ambulance? Why contact 
you?" 


"It's simple. My client was so shaken up that when he went to make a call, he accidentally dialed 
the most recent number on his call history. That's all." 


Rokuro glanced at me with a hint of surprise. A lawyer who couldn't come up with a convincing 
lie on the spot wouldn't last long in this business. 


"...1 don't buy it. And you, why didn't you contact the police or the fire department after receiving 
his call?" 


"Right. You mentioned earlier that he didn't show up anywhere last night. The reason is simple: 
there was a possibility that my client's life was in danger. So, | decided to keep him hidden and 
assess the situation." 


"...In that case, it would have been even more crucial to involve the police." 


"| beg to differ. I'm confident that | understand the shortcomings of the police better than 
anyone." 


The two detectives frowned but didn't argue. 


"Speaking of which, I've been meaning to ask. The police response this time was surprisingly 
swift. Who reported the incident?" 


"That's confidential information. We can't disclose that." 
Just as | expected. 


"You seem to suspect my client, but why? This man just witnessed his own father being 
murdered. Show some compassion." 


"As much as we sympathize, we can't overlook any possibilities." 

Inaba stated firmly. Haneda picked up where he left off. 

"That's right! It's a fact that this man was with the victim last night! It's only natural to consider 
him a suspect, even if he did witness his own father's murder. We don't let personal feelings 
interfere with our investigations!" 

"Additionally, we've confirmed that your client stands to inherit a substantial sum upon the 
victim's death. We'll overlook his disappearance last night, but given the circumstances, he'll 
have to cooperate with us on a few more questions." 

I clicked my tongue. It seemed my expectation of him getting away scot-free was too optimistic. 
Just then, the interrogation room door swung open, and a uniformed officer entered. 

"What is it?" Inaba asked, his expression hardening. 

"Excuse me, we have a call from the prosecutor's office." 

"Understood, I'll be right there." 

Inaba left the interrogation room with Haneda, telling us to wait. 

| turned to Rokuro. 

"Mr. Rokuro, things are looking a bit bleak. It's only a matter of time before they find your 
fingerprints on the gun. I'll try to stall them a bit longer, but we can't rule out the possibility of an 
arrest." 


"| understand. | was prepared for this. You'll defend me if I'm arrested, right?" 


"Of course, leave that to me." 


The door to the interrogation room opened once more, and the two detectives re-entered. 

"Well, well, well..." 

Detective Haneda chuckled smugly, clutching a few sheets of paper. 

"Let's resume our interrogation, Rokuro Yasui. We found a gun at the crime scene, believed to 
be the murder weapon! And guess what? We found your fingerprints on it!" Haneda declared, 
jabbing a finger in my client's direction. 

"Heh heh heh... What do you have to say for yourself? Your fingerprints were on the gun found 
right next to the body? Let's hear your excuse," Haneda taunted, clearly enjoying himself. It was 
frightening to think someone like him held the position of a detective. 


Unfazed, | responded casually, 


"You haven't proven that the gun found at the crime scene was the murder weapon, have you? 
Until you do, | see no reason to offer an explanation for an unrelated gun." 


"I-I'm not talking to you, jerk! I'm asking him!" 


"As I've said before, | am this man's legal representative. Therefore, please consider my words 
to be his." 


Haneda, fuming, looked to Inaba for support. However, Inaba, likely aware of the validity of my 
statement, remained silent, arms crossed. 


"B-But what if that gun turns out to be the murder weapon?! What then?!" 

Haneda roared, undeterred, but | shrugged. 

"That's a hypothetical question, so | can't answer that." 

"Grr!" Haneda stamped his foot in frustration. His reactions were almost comical. 

"Attorney Yamashika," Inaba interjected. 

"| don't care what kind of loopholes you try to exploit. The fact remains that we found this man's 
fingerprints on the gun at the murder scene. If he claims innocence, he needs to provide at least 


some explanation." 


"| see your point. You're absolutely right," | conceded readily. 


He was right. Now that they knew about the fingerprints on the gun, there was no point in trying 
to dodge the issue any longer. 


At that moment, | reached for the ballpoint pen on the table and deliberately let it slip from my 
grasp. It rolled across the floor and came to a stop against Detective Haneda's shoe. 


"Excuse me, could you pick that up for me?" 

Haneda clicked his tongue but bent down and picked up the pen, handing it to me. 
| accepted it carefully, pinching it between my fingertips. 

"Thanks. Now, what was the question again?" 


Haneda, after another loud click of his tongue, repeated his question, his voice laced with 
irritation. 


"I'm asking if you have any explanation for your client's fingerprints being on the gun found at 
the crime scene!" 


"Alright, alright, I'll indulge you. | will now elaborate on what my client saw that night. 

Now then, as we've established, my client was taking a walk in the park with the victim, his 
father, last night. While walking through the wooded area of the park, someone suddenly shot 
his father. Of course, it wasn't my client who fired the shot; it was a third party present at the 
scene. After his father was shot, and while he was still in shock, the gun was tossed in his 
direction. My client, instinctively, caught it. Realizing the gravity of the situation, he panicked, 


dropped the gun, and fled the scene, contacting me immediately. 


Does that satisfy you? It's not strange for his fingerprints to be on the gun, is it? People 
instinctively grab things sometimes." 


For the first time since the interrogation began, a smirk spread across Haneda's face. 


"Hmph, | figured you'd say something like that. So, you admit he held the gun. That's a poor 
excuse." 


Unperturbed by Haneda's remark, | held up the ballpoint pen. 


"Here's the pen Detective Haneda kindly picked up for me. If | were to kill someone with this 
pen, whose fingerprints would be on the murder weapon?" 


It took Haneda approximately three seconds to grasp my point. His face turned pale. 


"That concludes my response. Make sure to include it in your report." 

"Y-You jerk...!" 

| glanced at my watch. It was almost noon. 

"Mr. Rokuro, are you hungry?" | asked. 

"Huh? No, not really..." 

"lam," | declared. "And we've said all we needed to say. It's time we take our leave." 
"H-Hold on! You can't just leave! We're not done with our questioning!" 


"As if | care. My client is not under arrest, so let's not forget that his presence here is purely out 
of goodwill and cooperation. For your information, my client is free to leave at any time." 


Haneda seemed ready to retort, but Inaba stopped him. 

"Very well. You're right, there's no warrant for his arrest. You're free to go for now. However, 
attorney Yamashika, remember that we know Rokuro Yasui is with you. If an arrest warrant is 
issued and he's not handed over immediately... you know what will happen." 

Even | felt a shiver run down my spine when he looked at me like that. 

"Like | said before, | don't care about hypotheticals." 

| retorted, turning on my heel and leading Rokuro out of the police station. 


However, at 2 PM, | was forced to admit that | had been too optimistic. 


Detective Inaba called. An arrest warrant had been issued for Rokuro Yasui. 
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Chapter 4: The Politely Rude Defense Attorney 


November 13th, 9:00 AM, District Court, Courtroom No. 4 


‘Not this guy again! Give me a break!’ | almost yelled the moment | stepped into the courtroom. 
The room was empty except for the prosecutor's table, where a single figure sat. 

Short, foolish, someone who wouldn't stand a chance against me even if he stood on his head, 
yet he kept coming back for more like a rooster, completely forgetting his past defeats. The 
tax-wasting prosecutor. 

He grinned as soon as he saw me. 

"Well, well, well... This time, | won't let you have your way!" 


"You lost just a week ago. You're persistent, I'll give you that." 


"How dare you! I've heard enough of your smug remarks! This time, I'll make you regret ever 
taking me on!" 


| didn't even have the energy to tell him those were my lines. 


| slumped into my seat at the defense table and muttered to myself, "Don't they have any other 
prosecutors?" 


Just then, the door opened, and a figure clad in the black robes of a judge entered. He sighed 
as if his soul had just left his body. 


"It's been a week, hasn't it? I'm glad to see you both looking well." 

He greeted us with those words and made his way to the judge's bench. 
Again, | muttered to myself, "Don't they have any other judges?" 

Lately, it felt like every trial involved this judge and that shorty prosecutor. 
Judge Kenta Shudo spoke again. 


"Well then, let's get this over with. The preliminary hearing will begin tomorrow. Are there any 
objections?" 


"No objections from the prosecution." 


"No objections from the defense." 

"Very well." 

The judge nodded, shaking his head as if resigned to his fate. 

"Next, we will move on to the matter of bail." 

"The prosecution objects to the defendant's bail!" 

"Very well. Prosecutor Horiuchi, please state your reasons for objection." 

Unfazed by the judge's indifferent tone, Horiuchi launched into a well-rehearsed speech. 

"The defendant, Rokuro Yasui, driven by greed for a vast fortune, murdered his own father in a 
heinous and cruel act of gun violence! Although the defendant turned himself in to the police, he 
has shown no remorse for his actions and even has the audacity to claim innocence..." 

"Hold on a minute, Prosecutor Horiuchi." 

The judge interrupted, sounding slightly annoyed. 

"Are you planning on launching into your opening statement with me as your audience?" 

"N-no, Your Honor. That's not what I..." 

The shorty prosecutor, his annoyance evident, reluctantly stopped his tirade. 

"Good. There's no need to discuss the details of the case or the defendant's attitude right now. 
All you need to do is state your reasons for opposing bail for the defendant, who is suspected of 
murder." 

"V-Very well. Let's proceed in that manner." 


Horiuchi cleared his throat, perhaps to regain his composure, and continued his lengthy speech. 


"To put it simply, Your Honor would agree that bail cannot be granted to a defendant considered 
a flight risk, correct?" 


"_..Well, yes." 


"Now, let's consider the financial situation of the defendant, the Yasui family. The Yasuis 
possess a vast fortune, including cash, securities, and even numerous villas across Japan, 
according to our investigation! 

If we were to grant bail to the defendant under these circumstances, what would happen? He 
could easily flee anywhere, for an extended period! Considering this reality, | believe you can 
understand how dangerous it would be to grant bail to the defendant in this case." 


Even the judge seemed somewhat convinced by this argument, nodding with a slightly more 
serious expression than before. 


"| see. You do have a point. What about the defense?" 
"Yes, Your Honor." 


| rose slowly from my seat. In stark contrast to Horiuchi, | intended to present my argument 
calmly and clearly. 


"The defense's position is exceedingly clear and straightforward. 


First, Prosecutor Horiuchi, let me confirm something. You claim that the defendant's motive for 
killing the victim was to inherit his vast fortune, correct?" 


"_..Indeed." 
Horiuchi responded suspiciously, and | smirked. 


"It's true that my client possesses considerable assets. However, most of those assets belonged 
to his deceased father and are not yet his. 


The prosecution claims that the defendant murdered his father for inheritance. However, as you 
are aware, civil law clearly states that ‘if an heir murders the decedent, the heir's right to inherit 
is revoked." If my client were to flee while out on bail, it would be an admission of guilt, and he 
would lose the right to the inheritance, which the prosecution claims was his motive. Therefore, 
it is illogical for the defendant to flee while out on bail." 

| shrugged exaggeratedly. 

"That is all the defense has to say." 


"Hmm..." 


The judge nodded deeply, his expression serious once more. 


| had turned the prosecution's motive on its head. There was no more persuasive argument 
against their objection. 


"Very well. Bail is granted. However, considering the defendant's financial situation, the bail 
amount is set at 1,3 million dollars. Please ensure payment is made by the end of the day. We 


will reconvene for the preliminary hearing tomorrow. That is all." 


With that, the judge struck his gavel weakly, as if there was no more to discuss, and promptly 
exited the courtroom. 


November 13th, 3:34 PM, Yamashika Law Offi 


By the time | returned to the office with Rokuro after completing the bail procedures, it was 
already past three in the afternoon. It had taken some time to prepare 1,3 million dollars in cash. 


"Oh, welcome back, Mr. Zenko." 
Yukina and Satsuki, apparently done with school, were at the office, along with Kageno. They 
were enjoying tea and snacks that Yukina had prepared. | made a mental note to deduct the 


cost of the snacks from his fee. 


Kageno looked at Rokuro and said, "So you're Rokuro Yasui. | guess you made bail if you're 
here." 


"You must be Mr. Kageno, the detective, right? I've heard about you from Mr. Yamashika." 
Rokuro offered his hand for a handshake. Kageno accepted it and replied, "That lying lawyer 
might have filled your head with nonsense, but I'll at least work hard for the money you're paying 


me. Just relax and let me handle things." 


He spoke with a boldness unbecoming of someone in his position. Not that Rokuro seemed to 
mind. 


"| heard you got another interesting case, Zenko." 
Satsuki said, completely unconcerned about the victim's family's feelings. 
"_..Hey, his father was murdered. Don't you have any sympathy or compassion?" 


"Hmph, what are you talking about? And who gets all excited every time a complicated murder 
case lands on their lap—" 


The reason her sentence trailed off was that | had covered her mouth. 


| then proceeded to pick up the struggling Satsuki and toss her onto the sofa. She landed with a 
soft thud. 


"H-Hey! What are you doing?!" 

"We have important matters to discuss. Kids should stay quiet." 
Satsuki, in a cowardly fashion, cried and clung to Yukina. 
"Waaah, Yukinaaa, Zenko is being mean to me!" 

"Mr. Zenko, please stop bullying lyo!" 

".. SOIry.” 

...Why am | apologizing? 


Satsuki, her face still hidden from Yukina, stuck her tongue out at me. ‘Is she really a middle 
schooler?’ | sighed internally. 


Rokuro patted my shoulder. "Mr. Yamashika, | thought | heard something about someone 
getting excited about murder cases? Or at least it sounded awfully close to it..." 


"It's your imagination." 
"Right, let's go with that." Rokuro chuckled and shrugged. 


His nonchalant attitude struck me as odd. "You know, you don't seem like someone who's being 
accused of murder." 


"That's harsh. I'm just not one to show my emotions much. | am pretty down about this whole 
situation, you know?" 


"...Right. Let's go with that." 
Rokuro offered another wry smile. 


"Well then, shall we get down to business? Kageno, any updates from the police? I'm 
particularly interested in the person who reported the incident." 


That was the thing. The police response time was unbelievably fast. It was as if the informant 
had witnessed the crime firsthand. If we could identify this person, we might be able to get to the 
heart of the matter. 


Kageno simply shrugged. "The police don't seem to have a lead on the informant." 
".,.What do you mean?" 
"Apparently, it was an anonymous tip." 


"Hold on. That park was swarming with cops immediately after the incident. If the informant was 
there, wouldn't the police have a record?" 


"That's where it gets complicated. They questioned everyone who was in the park that night. But 
it wasn't just one or two people. Even though it was late, there were quite a few people jogging, 
walking their dogs, or enjoying a secret rendezvous." 

"So the informant could have easily disappeared among the crowd?" 

"Precisely." 

It seemed things wouldn't be that simple. 

"Anything else, Kageno?" 

"They've confirmed that the handgun found at the scene was the murder weapon. They seem to 
have traced its origins, but they're keeping that information under wraps. | did manage to find 
out about two witnesses they plan to call. One is a man named Minegi, who was apparently in 


business with the victim. The other is a live-in employee at the Yasui residence." 


"Mr. Minegi and Mr. Sanada?" Rokuro's voice held a rare hint of surprise. | assumed Sanada 
was the employee's name. 


"You know them?" 


"Yes. Mr. Minegi was my father's business partner. Ms. Sanada has been our butler since before 
| was born. But what kind of testimony could they possibly offer?" 


"Beats me." Kageno shrugged at Rokuro's question. 

But | had a hunch. There was only one reason to call witnesses close to the defendant. 
"They're probably trying to establish motive." 

"Ah, | see. Those two would certainly know who stands to inherit my father's estate." 


"But wouldn't one of them be enough?" Yukina interjected unexpectedly. 


"...Now that you mention it..." 

Yukina's question was spot on. 

Rokuro stood to inherit a considerable fortune upon his father's death. This would undoubtedly 
be presented as a motive for murder. To solidify this claim, the prosecution would need a 


witness familiar with the deceased's financial situation to testify before the jury. 


However, one witness should have sufficed. It didn't make sense for Horiuchi to go through the 
trouble of doing things twice over. 


Nevertheless, when | asked Rokuro if he had any other leads, | didn't get much of a response. 
"Can't we just wait and see what they say in court?" Satsuki chimed in, stating the obvious. 


November 14th, 9:00 AM, District Court, Courtroom No. 4 


"All rise for the Honorable Judge Kenta Shudo!" 


The bailiffs call echoed through the courtroom, prompting everyone to stand. Moments later, 
Judge Shudo entered and took his place on the bench. 


To the right of the judge's bench were two tables and chairs for the defense. | sat in the back, 
with Rokuro, my client, beside me. 

Perhaps due to the high-profile nature of the case — "Business tycoon murdered by his own son" 
— the gallery was packed. | heard there was even a lottery for public seating. 


Kageno was seated in the corner of the gallery, while Yukina and, surprisingly, Satsuki, in her 
school uniform, sat boldly near the center. They were officially considered part of the defense 
team, though Satsuki's presence was more of an afterthought. 


Facing us was the prosecutor's table, occupied by Horiuchi and his team — which consisted of 
Horiuchi himself and another prosecutor, or perhaps an assistant prosecutor, in his late thirties, 
whose name | didn't know. 

"Be seated!" 

As the bailiff finished speaking, Judge Shudo surveyed the courtroom. "We will now commence 
the preliminary hearing for the defendant, Rokuro Yasui, on the charge of murder. Does the 


prosecution or the defense object to the commencement of these proceedings?" 


"The prosecution agrees to the commencement of the proceedings, Your Honor." 


"The defense has no objections to the commencement of the hearing." 

Horiuchi and | spoke in turns, as if we had rehearsed it. Judge Shudo nodded curtly. He then 
proceeded to thank the five jurors for their service and provided instructions for observing the 
proceedings. 

"The prosecution may call their first witness." 

"Yes, Your Honor. The prosecution calls Officer Akira Ito to the stand." 


Horiuchi stood up, accentuating his short stature, and spoke in a clear voice. 


A police officer in uniform approached the witness stand. He appeared to be around my age, 
someone the general public would consider quite young. 


His physique, likely honed through martial arts or some other form of physical training, was 
imposing. However, his demeanor was somewhat timid, and his face lacked any defining 
features. 


| knew the perfect word to describe this man: unremarkable. 


Officer Ito, the epitome of unremarkableness, recited the oath with a voice laced with nervous 
tension. Once he finished, Horiuchi began his questioning. 


"Officer Ito, please tell the court what you did on the night of November 11th." 


"Yes, sir. That night, | was on bicycle patrol duty. At around 11 PM, | received an order from 
headquarters." 


"And what were your orders?" 
"Objection." 
| rose slowly from my seat. "That question calls for hearsay." 


However, Horiuchi continued as if he hadn't heard me. "Your Honor, while | acknowledge the 
form of hearsay, this is merely a confirmation of fact intended to expedite the proceedings." 


"Hmm. Counsel Yamashika, what are your thoughts? | trust you can allow this small 
concession?" 


| clicked my tongue in annoyance. "If the court insists..." 


"Very well. The witness will answer the question." 


My attempt to put Horiuchi in his place had backfired. In fact, it seemed | had only given him 
more leverage. How utterly humiliating. 


"The order from headquarters was to immediately proceed to the second nature trail in Oyama 
Park, as there had been a report of a shooting." 


"And you were the closest officer to the park?" 

"Yes, sir. As luck would have it, | was patrolling the park at the time." 

"Can you describe Oyama Park?" 

"Half of the park is a large open area with walking paths, cycling trails, and playground 
equipment. In the center of the park is a mountain lush with trees, which is where the park gets 
its name. It's a large park. It's a bit out of the way from the city center, but it's quite lively on 
weekends, with families and such." 


"Why were you, a police officer, patrolling a park?" 


"That area is a high-end residential district. You understand it's a high-priority area for crime 
prevention, and Oyama Park, located within it, falls under our patrol jurisdiction." 


Officer Ito rattled off his lines flawlessly, likely having been thoroughly briefed by Prosecutor 
Horiuchi beforehand. 


"How long did it take you to arrive at the scene?" 


"| received the instructions near the third restroom inside the park. From there, it was about a 
three-minute distance to the scene, the second nature trail mentioned in the dispatch." 


"Please describe the situation in detail. What kind of place was the scene?" 
"While the scene had a maintained walkway, it was entirely within the forest." 
"| see. And what did you see when you arrived at the scene?" 

"An elderly man's dead body." 

A hush fell over the courtroom gallery. 


"Were you able to identify him?" 


"Yes. Any officer stationed in that area would know him. Mr. Goro Yasui, a prominent local 
figure. We were instructed to stop by his residence during our patrols." 


"Please elaborate on your testimony. What was the condition of the scene?" 

"Yes, sir. Upon reaching the second nature trail as instructed, | found an elderly man lying on the 
ground. Approaching him, | noticed a significant amount of blood around his chest area, so | 
immediately contacted headquarters via radio and requested backup." 

"No further questions. Counsel Yamashika, your cross-examination." 

Horiuchi concluded his questioning and sat down with a smug look. 


At first glance, the testimony appeared utterly unobjectionable. 


However, as this officer was essentially the first to discover the body, | couldn't let him off 
without cross-examination. 


In situations like this, the basic principle of cross-examination is to ask relevant questions and 
see what shakes loose. 


"Officer Ito, you were the first to discover the body, correct?" 

"Yes, that's right." 

"And the scene was a dark forest at night?" 

"That's correct. However, there were streetlights, so visibility wasn't an issue." 
"Despite the darkness, you were able to identify the body as Mr. Goro Yasui?" 


"| wouldn't say | recognized him at first glance. But it was a familiar face, and subsequent 
investigations quickly confirmed his identity." 


‘I'm asking about the moment you found the body, you incompetent fool! What happened 
afterward is irrelevant!’ | wanted to scream. However, | restrained myself. Since the victim was 
indeed Goro Yasui, pressing further would be pointless. 

"Did you notice anyone else around when you found the body?" 


"Besides the victim, | was alone." 


"Did you notice anything unusual around the crime scene?" 


"No, nothing in particular." 

"How long did it take you to call for backup after discovering the body?" 
"Let me see... about three minutes." 

"That's all. No further questions." 

Damn it. There's nothing to work with. 


This was just the preliminary hearing. While it was disappointing not to be able to grill the 
prosecution's witness right off the bat, | decided to let this one slide for now. 


"The next witness is Detective Inaba." 


Perhaps pleased with the lack of substantial cross-examination, Horiuchi stood up with an air of 
confidence. 


Moments later, Detective Inaba, a man with a stern face, approached the witness stand with a 
leisurely gait. 


For Detective Inaba, this was probably one of countless testimonies he had given. He showed 
no emotion, no fear, and completed his oath with practiced indifference. 


"Detective Inaba, could you please tell the court about your occupation?" 

"| work as a homicide detective." 

"How long have you been in your current position?" 

"About 25 years." 

"That's a remarkable career." 

Horiuchi spoke with feigned admiration, to which Detective Inaba bowed his head slightly. 


Anyone who had witnessed this exchange multiple times would recognize the carefully crafted 
performance. Horiuchi had likely asked Inaba the same questions countless times before. 


However, for the five jurors, this charade was a first. 


"Now, Detective Inaba, regarding the events of November 11th, you were assigned to 
investigate this murder case, correct?" 


"Yes." 

"How did you respond to the request from Officer Ito, the previous witness?" 

"Oyama Park, the crime scene, is only a few minutes' drive from our police station. So, while | 
drove to the scene, | immediately requested the park's closure and the establishment of a 
cordon on nearby roads." 

"How long did it take to close off the park?" 

"We sealed all park entrances and exits within five minutes of Officer Ito's request." 

"That was swift action." 

Inaba bowed his head slightly, feigning humility. 


"And what did you do next?" 


"| left the task of securing the perimeter to my colleagues and proceeded to the crime scene 
with the forensics team." 


"| see. And then?" 

"Yes, |, along with the forensics team, examined the deceased elderly man's condition in detail. 
The victim had been shot in the left chest and was lying on his right shoulder. We also confirmed 
a significant amount of blood on the ground where he lay." 

As Detective Inaba testified, Horiuchi shook his head sadly, as if overwhelmed by the tragedy. 
‘What a pitiful incident. An innocent old man murdered. Don't you agree, members of the jury, 
that the defendant who committed this crime deserves no leniency?’ 

What a terrible actor. 

"Did you find anything at the crime scene?" 

"Yes. While searching the surrounding area, we discovered a handgun lying near the body." 
"What did you do with the handgun?" 


"We handed it over to forensics." 


"| see. Let's set that aside for now. Did you determine how long it takes to get from the crime 
scene to the park exits?" 


"Yes, we did." 

... That's an odd question. 

"How long does it take?" 

"We had one of our younger officers run the route at full speed. It took him fourteen minutes to 
reach the nearest west exit. However, the path is quite hilly, and it would likely take longer in the 
dark with limited visibility.” 

"How many exits does the park have?" 

"Four in total, one on each side: north, south, east, and west. While it's possible to enter or exit 
the park by climbing over the fence, it would require navigating through dense undergrowth, 


which would take even longer." 


| couldn't help but pity the poor officer who was ordered to sprint through the park for Detective 
Inaba's little experiment. 


"Now, Detective Inaba, Officer Ito testified that he requested backup six to seven minutes after 
receiving the initial report. It took another five minutes to secure the park. Assuming the initial 
report came immediately after the incident, and considering it takes nearly fifteen minutes to exit 
the park from the scene, wouldn't it be impossible to escape the police cordon?" 


| slammed my hand on the table. 


"Objection! That question is based on speculation and requires the witness to make 
assumptions!" 


"Hold on a moment, Your Honor. This is a simple matter of adding up the time. Detective Inaba 
has the right to testify based on his own investigation and findings. | believe the question is 
valid." 

"Objection overruled. The witness may answer the question." 

Damn it. 


"Theoretically, yes, it would have been impossible to escape the park without being noticed." 


Horiuchi smirked, glancing around the courtroom. 'Did you all hear that?', his smug expression 
seemed to say. 


"Now then, Detective Inaba, were you able to apprehend the defendant within this airtight 
cordon?" 


"No, we were not." 


"Despite the swift establishment of the perimeter, why were you unable to apprehend the 
defendant?" 


"Yes. We later discovered that the defendant had been in contact with Counsel Yamashika in 
the park." 


A murmur rippled through the gallery. 


"So, are you suggesting that Counsel Yamashika, in an attempt to disrupt the police 
investigation, helped the defendant escape police custody?" 


‘How dare he ask such a question!’ | slammed my fist on the table. 
"Objection! That's—" 

Before | could finish, Horiuchi cut me off. 

"| withdraw the question." 


"Very well. The question will be stricken from the record. Members of the jury, please disregard 
the previous exchange." 


| froze, my fist still in mid-air, completely embarrassed. 
| awkwardly sat down. Damn, Horiuchi had the upper hand today. This was infuriating. 


"Now then, Detective Inaba. Could you please explain the circumstances that led to the 
defendant's arrest?" 


"Yes. On the morning of the 12th, a little before 10:00 AM, the defendant, accompanied by 
Counsel Yamashika, turned himself in at the station. We immediately brought Mr. Yasui in for 
questioning as a key person of interest." 


"And what did the defendant say?" 


"He refused to answer any questions except for his name and address. He remained completely 
silent." 


Instead, Counsel Yamashika spoke on his behalf... Is it alright if | relay what | heard?" 


Detective Inaba glanced at me. 'Don't even think about challenging this,’ his eyes seemed to 
Say. 


"My statement was made in my capacity as Mr. Rokuro Yasui's legal representative. It does not 
constitute hearsay," | stated, remaining seated. 


The judge nodded. 
"The witness may continue." 


"Counsel Yamashika stated that 'He is entirely innocent. He was merely present when his father 
was murdered." 


A wave of murmurs swept through the gallery. 

"| see. And what happened next?" 

"Our subsequent investigation revealed three crucial pieces of evidence. 

First, we found the defendant's fingerprints on the handgun recovered from the crime scene. 
Second, through interviews with the defendant's acquaintances, we discovered that the 
defendant stood to inherit a significant amount of money upon his father's death. Finally, we 
located a witness who saw the two of them leaving the house together on the night of the 


incident. 


Based on this evidence, we determined that there was sufficient suspicion to warrant an arrest. 
We obtained a warrant and took him into custody." 


Horiuchi nodded repeatedly, seemingly pleased with himself. 
By deliberately pausing like that, he was giving the people unfamiliar with courtroom 
proceedings — or as Horiuchi would put it, the ignorant masses who could barely follow this 


simple story — enough time to digest Detective Inaba's testimony. 


"Did the defendant offer any explanation for his actions, either during the arrest or subsequent 
interrogation?" 


"No, he remained silent." 
"He offered no explanation whatsoever?" 
"That's correct. He didn't say a word." 


"So, he didn't deny that his fingerprints were on the gun or that he was involved in the murder?" 


"Objection!" 


| slammed my hand on the table again. The loud thud echoed through the courtroom, startling 
the spectators and jurors. 


"The right to remain silent is a fundamental right afforded to all suspects! Prosecutor Horiuchi's 
line of questioning implies that the defendant must be hiding something because he chose to 


exercise this right! | object on the grounds that this is a clear violation of the defendant's rights!" 


"Objection sustained. Members of the jury, please disregard the previous exchange. Prosecutor 
Horiuchi, | will strike those questions from the record." 


The shorty prosecutor offered a slight bow, muttering a quick "understood." He showed no 
remorse. 


"The defense may now cross-examine." 

With those words, | slowly rose to my feet. 

The shorty prosecutor's tactics never sat well with me. 

It was an unfortunate trend in this country that exercising one's right to remain silent was often 
perceived as a sign of guilt. From the prosecution's perspective, it was a natural tactic to exploit 
this bias, but it was beyond frustrating for the defense. 

| began my cross-examination with the intention of venting my frustration. 

"Now then, Detective Inaba. You confirmed that after the defendant and | arrived at the station, 
he chose to exercise his right to remain silent, and | stated that 'He is entirely innocent. He was 
merely present when his father was murdered,’ correct?" 

"Yes." 

"And yet, you still arrested him. Is that right?" 

"That is correct." 

"And the basis for this arrest was the fingerprints found on the gun at the crime scene?" 


"Well... yes, that was one of the key factors." 


"So, to be clear, if there was no evidence to suggest that the defendant fired that gun, he would 
be innocent, wouldn't he?" 


"Objection! That is a hypothetical question based on unsubstantiated assumptions!" 

"Objection sustained." 

As expected, the judge immediately sided with Horiuchi's objection. 

| turned to the judge. 

"Your Honor, while Prosecutor Horiuchi has established that a gun was found at the crime scene 
and that it bore the defendant's fingerprints, he has yet to formally submit the gun as evidence 
or prove that it was indeed the murder weapon. As such, | believe it is entirely within my right to 


pose hypothetical questions regarding facts that have yet to be established." 


"O-Of course, the prosecution intends to submit the gun as evidence and prove that it was the 
murder weapon!" 


As anticipated, Horiuchi interjected, flustered. | turned to the shorty prosecutor. 

"Then, Prosecutor Horiuchi, | suggest we establish those facts first. | will reserve my right to 
cross-examine Detective Inaba until after you have formally submitted the murder weapon as 
evidence." 

"Hmm..." 


The judge nodded in agreement. 


"Prosecutor Horii, perhaps we should follow the defense's suggestion and present the evidence 
about the murder weapon first?" 


The small prosecutor's face flushed red with shame and anger. 


"W-We were planning to do that, of course. But procedurally, shouldn't we allow the defense to 
cross-examine Detective Inaba first?" 


"Prosecutor Horiuchi, | truly appreciate your kind offer, but the defense has its own methods, so 
please don't worry. We will temporarily waive our right to cross-examine Detective Inaba. Please 


proceed with the process of submitting the murder weapon as evidence." 


Although | had tried to respond with utmost courtesy, there was no sign of gratitude from 
Horiuchi. 


"l-In that case, the prosecution calls Dr. Eboshi to the stand!" 


Despite trying to appear calm in front of the jury, his face is flushed and his tone is rough. To an 
outsider, he must look like nothing more than a small-time, tax-stealing prosecutor being 
handled easily by the defense. 

Soon, a white pig with human pretensions stood on the witness stand. 

He was a middle-aged man with a large belly and pasty skin, clad in a wrinkled white coat. This 
was Dr. Eboshi, the man | affectionately referred to as "White Piggy." He was an expert in 
various fields of study, including forensic medicine, and was the prosecution's go-to expert. 
When the prosecution called in specialists, it usually followed one of two patterns. 

The first involved genuine experts with impeccable credentials and a reputation for impartiality. 
These were individuals even the defense could trust on the stand. The second type, 
unfortunately more common, consisted of individuals who possessed some knowledge and a 
prestigious title but were ultimately willing to twist their words to fit the prosecution's narrative. 
Sadly, Dr. Eboshi, the "White Piggy" himself, belonged to the latter category. 


"Dr. Eboshi, could you please tell the court about your area of expertise?" 


"Primarily forensic medicine. However, I've also acquired a certain degree of knowledge in 
ballistics, as it often proves useful in my line of work." 


His voice was deep and booming, much like his physique. 

As far as | was concerned, this whole charade was nothing more than a pompous display of 
knowledge by a pig in a white coat, drunk on the authority bestowed upon him by the 
prosecution. 


"Could you explain what forensic medicine entails?" 


"To put it simply, it involves determining the time of death from a corpse and using any trace 
evidence left behind — hair, bodily fluids, and so on — to identify potential suspects." 


"And what about ballistics?" 
"In short, it's the study of firearms. It allows us to identify which gun fired a particular bullet—" 
"I'd like to address Prosecutor Horiuchi." 


Dr. Eboshi shot me a glare, annoyed that | had interrupted his little lecture. As if a pig's glare 
could intimidate me. 


"The defense takes no issue with Dr. Eboshi's expertise. Please proceed with your questioning." 
"...Right, thank you." 
Though his words were polite, Horiuchi's tone was devoid of any genuine gratitude. 


He quickly recovered and resumed his questioning. His ability to seamlessly transition back into 
his rhythm was almost impressive. 


"Now then, Dr. Eboshi, could you please elaborate on the victim's cause of death?" 

"We recovered two bullets from the victim's body. Both had pierced the heart, indicating that 
death was almost instantaneous. | can confidently state that the estimated time of death aligns 
with the time of the police report, around 11:00 PM on the 11th." 

"Dr. Eboshi, you received a handgun from the police, correct?" 

"Yeh, | did." 

This "White Piggy" had a peculiar quirk. He replaced "yes" with "yeh." 

While mildly irritating, it wasn't a significant enough issue for anyone to correct him. Still, hearing 
a grown man utter "yeh" repeatedly was somewhat unbearable. It even made me wonder if this 
man would pronounce "gesture" as "gehture." Such pointless thoughts would creep into my 
mind. 

"Do you have that handgun with you today?" 

"Yeh, | do. It's right here." 


Eboshi retrieved a handgun encased in a plastic bag from his black briefcase. 


From a distance, | couldn't discern the specifics, but it appeared to be a revolver. Compared to 
the handguns typically seen in action movies, it was rather small, with a particularly short barrel. 


| wasn't much of a gun enthusiast, so | couldn't tell what model it was. 
"What type of handgun is this?" 


"It's called a New Nambu Model 60. It has a .38 caliber, meaning it fires 9mm bullets, and holds 
five rounds. It's primarily used by Japanese police officers." 


"Dr. Eboshi, did you conduct any examinations on this handgun?" 


"Yeh, | examined it for fingerprints." 

"Were any fingerprints found?" 

"Yeh, they were." 

"Did those fingerprints match anyone present in this courtroom?" 
"Yeh, they did." 

"And whose fingerprints did they match?" 

"They matched the fingerprints of the defendant, Rokuro Yasui." 


Horiuchi shot me a smug grin, like a child who had just been handed his favorite toy. His face 
practically screamed, "Take that!" 


Just you wait. 

"Were there any other tests conducted?" 

"Yeh. | conducted a rifling pattern analysis." 

"Could you explain what rifling patterns are?" 

"Simply put, they are the markings left on a bullet. To enhance accuracy, gun barrels have 
grooves carved into them. When a bullet is fired, the force of the gunpowder propels it through 
these grooves, causing it to spin and travel straighter. 

These markings are called rifling patterns. Every gun leaves a unique rifling pattern on the 
bullets it fires. Therefore, by examining these patterns, we can determine which gun fired a 
particular bullet." 

"So, it's like a fingerprint for firearms?" 

"Yeh, precisely." 

"Dr. Eboshi, do you have the bullets recovered from the victim, Goro Yasui?" 


"Yeh, | do." 


Eboshi produced a single bullet in a plastic bag from his briefcase. Horiuchi approached the 
witness stand, accepted it, and held it up for all to see. 


"Did you determine which gun fired this bullet?" 


"Yeh. | test-fired the handgun into a clay block using a different bullet. | then compared the rifling 
patterns on that bullet with the one recovered from the victim." 


"And what were the results?" 
"The two rifling patterns matched perfectly." 


"So, the handgun with the defendant's fingerprints on it is the same handgun that fired the fatal 
shot?" 


"That is correct. Without a doubt." 
"Thank you, Dr. Eboshi. 


Your Honor, the prosecution would like to submit this handgun as Exhibit A and the bullet 
recovered from the victim as Exhibit B." 


"The defense has no objections." 
The judge nodded and signaled to the bailiff. 
"Very well. The court accepts these exhibits." 
"The prosecution rests its case." 


Satisfied with himself, Horiuchi strutted back to his seat, having presented his arguments 
without a single interruption from me. 


"Counsel Yamashika, you may begin your cross-examination." 

At the judge's cue, | rose to my feet. 

"Your Honor, | would like to examine the handgun submitted as Exhibit A." 
"Granted." 


The bailiff handed me the handgun, still sealed in its plastic bag and tagged with an "A." Despite 
its size, it had a surprising weight to it. 


| turned to face the prosecutor's table. 


"Prosecutor Horiuchi, have all necessary tests been conducted on this handgun? | would like to 
hold it. | assure you, | have no intention of shooting you." 


A chuckle rippled through the gallery. 

".,.Go ahead." 

Horiuchi reluctantly agreed, his expression a mixture of annoyance and suspicion. 

| removed the handgun from the bag and held it in my hand. 

It had been a while since | last held a firearm. If this were not a courtroom and the gun were 
loaded, | might have been tempted to point it at Horiuchi. 'Confess and spare yourself the 
trouble. Must you insist on dragging this out every single time?’ 


| suppressed the urge and turned to the "White Piggy" on the witness stand. 


"Now then, Dr. Eboshi, the defense acknowledges the results of your rifling pattern analysis and 
will not dispute that this handgun was indeed the murder weapon." 


"Much obliged." 

His tone, however, suggested otherwise. 

"However, Doctor, you seem to be implying that the defendant fired this gun, am | correct?" 
"Well, it's quite obvious, isn't it?" 

"And why is that?" 

"Were you not listening to a word | said?" 

He spoke with the condescending tone of a teacher reprimanding a slow student. 


"Now listen carefully. Exhibit A, the gun you're holding, has the defendant's fingerprints on it. 
And only the defendant's. Isn't it obvious who fired it?" 


"So you're saying that just because the defendant's fingerprints are on the gun, you're going to 
claim that they fired it?" 


My voice dripped with even more sarcasm than before. 


Dr. Eboshi bristled, his porcine ego bruised. However, he seemed to realize what | was getting 
at and wavered slightly. 


"You understand where I'm going with this, right? Right now, my fingerprints are on this gun. By 
your logic, wouldn't that make me a suspect?" 


"D-Don't be ridiculous! You only touched it after the incident and the tests were completed! It 
has nothing to do with the case!" 


"That's right, Doctor. That's precisely the testimony | was hoping to hear. In other words, there's 
no need to assume the fingerprints were left on the gun before it was used. It's entirely possible 


they were left afterward. Dr. Eboshi, thank you for so kindly enlightening us." 


A ripple of stifled laughter ran through the gallery. As if reacting to the sound, the pig in the white 
coat began to resemble one that had been boiled. 


Ignoring the sharp glares coming from the witness stand, | continued. 


"Now, for my next question. Doctor, are you familiar with something called a gunshot residue 
test?" 


"...Yeh, of course." 

He spat out the words, barely able to contain his anger. 

"Could you explain to the court what a gunshot residue test is, Doctor?" 

Dr. Eboshi, now a full-fledged boiled ham, answered with a weary sigh. 

"When a gun is fired, the gunpowder in the loaded cartridge explodes. This explosion propels 
the bullet out of the barrel. During this process, a minuscule amount of gunpowder is dispersed 
into the surrounding area. This residue can be detected using certain chemical reagents. 
Naturally, some of this residue would also land on the shooter. So, by applying these reagents, 
we can determine whether or not someone has fired a gun. It's one of the tools we use." 


| gave a slight nod. 


"Thank you for the explanation, Doctor. Now, tell me, did you conduct a gunshot residue test on 
the defendant?" 


"...N-No, | did not." 
He stumbled over even a single word, his usual eloquence nowhere to be found. 


"And why is it that you didn't conduct a gunshot residue test?" 


"B-Because, by the time we arrived, several hours had already passed since the estimated time 
of death. And besides, the defendant was brought in by you, after he turned himself in. Knowing 
how cunning and devious you are, | didn't think there would be any residue left." 


"Objection! Your Honor, | advise the witness to refrain from making such accusations unless he 
can prove that | am, in fact, a cunning and devious lawyer." 


The courtroom erupted in laughter. What was so funny? 
"O-Order! Order in the court!" 


The judge pounded his gavel, struggling to maintain a semblance of decorum. | could tell he 
was barely holding back his own laughter, his cheeks twitching ever so slightly. 


| glanced at the gallery and saw that even Yukina was covering her mouth, her shoulders 
shaking with silent laughter. | knew she wasn't crying for me out of sympathy. 


Her reaction filled me with a strange mix of emotions. Had she always thought of me as such a 
devious lawyer? And Satsuki... well, she was practically rolling on the floor in hysterics. 


This must be what it feels like to be falsely accused, | thought to myself. 
The judge, after finally restoring order in the courtroom, cleared his throat. 


"In any case, the witness's last statement was clearly a personal opinion and not... uh... based 
on any factual evidence." 


Why did he hesitate there? | desperately wanted to ask, but | held my tongue. 
"If the defense so wishes, we can have that statement stricken from the record." 
"Yes, Your Honor. Please do so." 


"Very well. Stenographer, please strike the last statement from the record. And members of the 
jury, please disregard the witness's last statement." 


Once the necessary procedures were completed, | turned back to the now-steamed ham on the 
witness stand. 


Time to twist the knife a little. 


"So, to summarize your testimony, Doctor, you're saying that it's possible the defendant's 
fingerprints were left on the gun after the crime took place, and furthermore, you didn't even 
bother to conduct a test to determine whether or not he actually fired the weapon. Is that 
correct?" 

".,,.Ughhhhh..." 


Dr. Eboshi sputtered, unable to form coherent sentences. Choosing to ignore his porcine 
pronouncements, | said, 


"No further questions, Your Honor. Thank you, Dr. Eboshi." 
And with that, | abruptly ended my cross-examination. 


"Your Honor, as is the defense's right, | would like to recall Detective Inaba to the stand for 
further cross-examination." 


"Very well. Detective Inaba, please return to the witness stand." 

As Detective Inaba took his place, the judge added, 

"The witness has already been sworn in. You may proceed with your questioning." 
"Thank you, Your Honor." 

There was something about Detective Inaba's testimony that had been bothering me. 


"Detective Inaba, you mentioned earlier that the police received a report. Could you tell us who 
made this report?" 


"...1 don't know." 

| paused, letting the silence hang in the air. 

The silence in the courtroom was deafening, putting pressure on Detective Inaba to elaborate. 
"Why is that?" 


"B-Because the call was very brief, and the caller hung up before we could get any information. 
Based on the voice, it sounded like a young woman." 


This was strange. 


A murder had taken place at 11 PM in a park, and the tip was made by a young woman. This 
meant that there was a high probability that this woman had witnessed the crime firsthand. 


And yet, she had called anonymously and hung up immediately. 
"Detective, are calls made to the police typically recorded?" 
"Yes, they are." 

"| see." 

| turned to the judge. 


"Your Honor, the defense would like to request that Detective Inaba's cross-examination be 
temporarily suspended and that the recording of this phone call be submitted as evidence." 


"Hmm, | believe that's a reasonable request." 
"Hold it right there, Your Honor!" 


Horiuchi, who had been caught completely off guard by the judge's agreeable demeanor, shot to 
his feet. 


"The prosecution doesn't believe the recording is of any particular importance to this case. We 
don't have it on hand at the moment, and it will take some time to retrieve it. Perhaps we could 
submit it at a later date?" 


Like hell we would. 


"Your Honor, the defense would like to propose a 20-minute recess to allow Prosecutor Horiuchi 
time to locate the recording." 


"Your Honor! The defense is clearly trying to stall! We will produce the recording, but we ask that 
the trial continue as scheduled!" 


"...What say you, Counsel Yamashika?" 

The judge turned to me, and | shrugged. 

"The defense's position remains unchanged. We have a right to request any evidence we deem 
necessary. Surely 20 minutes is sufficient time for Prosecutor Horiuchi to produce a simple 


recording." 


The judge nodded. 


"Very well. The court will take a 15-minute recess. Prosecutor Horiuchi, please see to it that the 
recording is made available during this time. You understand?" 


"Y-yes, Your Honor..." 

"Excellent. Court is in recess." 

The gavel slammed down once. 

The gallery began to stir, people rising from their seats, stretching, and filing out into the hallway. 
"What do you think, Mr. Yamashika? How are we doing?" 

Rokuro asked. | shrugged and told him it was still anyone's game. 

Fifteen minutes later, Horiuchi, with a vein throbbing in his temple, was the first to speak. 

"The prosecution calls Officer Tatsuo Yamamoto to the stand." 


A police officer in uniform, who appeared to be in his mid-thirties, took the stand. He was 
breathing heavily, probably from rushing over at Horiuchi's behest. 


"Please tell us in detail about your job." 


"Yes. I'm the second in charge of the communications command at police headquarters. To put 
it simply, | answer the emergency call line." 


"And you received a report on the night of November 11th regarding a murder, correct?" 
"Yes." 
"Could you tell us what the caller said?" 


"It was a young woman's voice. She said she had seen a young man shoot an older man in 
Oyama Park. The call was made from a disposable cell phone." 


"And that call was recorded?" 
"Yes, it was." 
"You have that recording with you today, do you not?" 


"Yes, | do." 


Yamamoto held up a tape recorder in his right hand. 

Horiuchi addressed the judge. 

"Your Honor, with the court's permission, we would like to play the recording at this time." 
The judge glanced at me. 

"The defense has no objections." 

"Very well. You may proceed." 

At a nod from Horiuchi, Yamamoto pressed the play button on the recorder. 

"Hello, this is the emergency line." 

The same voice as the officer who had just testified filled the courtroom. 

"H-Hello! Police!?" 


This time, it was a young woman's voice, just as Yamamoto had described. She sounded 
agitated. 


"It's terrible! | just saw a young man shoot an elderly person!" 
“Okay, please calm down. Where are you?” 

“Oyama Park, um, near the second nature trail.” 

“Do you need an ambulance?” 


“l-I| don’t know, please hurry! The man who shot the gun is about 5'7" tall and was wearing navy 
blue slacks and a gray vest!” 


“Okay, officers are on their way. What’s your name? ...Hello?” 
There was a Click. 

“Hello? Hello?” 

A beeping sound flowed. The call seemed to have been cut off. 


Yamamoto turned off the recorder. 


“That's all. As you heard, the call was cut off before | could ask for her name. In the case of a 
report from a phone with caller ID blocked, it’s impossible to identify them.” 


“| see, thank you. Your Honor, | would like to submit this tape as Prosecution Exhibit C. | have 
no further questions.” 


“Defense, any objections?” 
When | answered that | had none, the judge nodded. 


“Very well. Then | accept it as Exhibit C. Counsel Yamashika, you may begin your 
cross-examination.” 


“| have no questions.” 


A few people in the gallery looked at me curiously. Perhaps because | didn’t ask this witness 
anything. However, with testimony like that, there was no room for cross-examination. 


“Instead, | would like to resume my cross-examination of Detective Inaba.” 

When | said that, Horuchi made a reluctant face, but since the judge nodded, Detective Inaba 
took the witness stand once again. Perhaps because he had been going back and forth so 
many times, he had an expression so devoid of affection that it would make a child cry. 
“Detective Inaba. You've heard the tape, correct?” 


“Yes.” 


“Would you agree that based on the content of the call, it can be inferred that the caller 
witnessed the incident firsthand?” 


“Well, yes. We acted on that report.” 


“You testified that you immediately cordoned off the park after the incident. However, the caller 
was never caught, correct?” 


Detective Inaba glared at me silently. 
“...L admit that. 


However, it’s impossible to identify someone calling from a phone with caller ID blocked. When 
we cordoned off the park, there were still many people inside. We saw many young women as 


well. It’s impossible to deny that the caller was among them. We investigated all the people who 
were in the park to see if they had any connection to the defendant or the victim. 


The result was no. There was no one who was involved in this case. If you wish, | can provide 
you with a list of the addresses and names of the people who were in the park. You are 


welcome to investigate it yourself.” 


Ugh. It seems like I’ve stirred up a hornet’s nest. At least, it seems impossible to dig any deeper 
into the caller. 


However, it’s not in my nature to just take it lying down. | decided to retaliate a little. 
“Let me rephrase my question. Detective Inaba, as | asked earlier, you testified that the biggest 


basis for your arrest of the defendant was that his fingerprints were on the murder weapon, 
correct?” 


He must have anticipated my next question, his face stiffened. 


“But it was also mentioned that the fingerprints on the gun could have been left after the 
incident, right?” 


“Then, wouldn’t you say that the biggest basis for your arrest of the defendant is gone?” 
“Objection!” 


This guy must have anticipated my question as well. The shorty prosecutor stood up with a 
spirited voice. 


“| object on the grounds that this question is based on a completely unfounded assumption 
intended to intentionally disrupt this court!!” 


Without missing a beat, he rattled off the long reason for his objection in one breath. He had 
impressive lung capacity. 


For some reason, the judge sighed in exasperation. 


“Since it is a hypothetical question, | will allow the objection. The defense should rephrase the 
question.” 


The objection was sustained. But | was certain that the line of thinking had been firmly 
implanted in the jurors' minds. 


“| have no further questions.” 

| finished my cross-examination. Immediately, Horuchi stood up. 

“| would like to re-examine Detective Inaba!” 

“Very well, go ahead.” 

“Detective Inaba, let me confirm one thing. According to the tape that was played earlier, the 
man who fired the gun was said to be wearing navy blue slacks and a gray vest. What was the 
defendant wearing when he turned himself in to the police station?” 

“He was wearing navy blue slacks and a gray vest.” 


...Crap. 


This time, | truly regretted playing that tape in court. This was definitely a case of “let sleeping 
dogs lie”. 


That damn detective. If that good-for-nothing had gotten his hands on that tape, we would have 
made Rokuro change before turning himself in! 


...No, it was pointless. Even without the tape, someone would have testified about what Rokuro 
was wearing on the night of the incident. 


Horuchi continued his re-examination. 
“You said there was only one type of fingerprint found on the gun, the defendant's, right?” 
“Yes, that’s right.” 


“You set up a cordon as soon as you were assigned to the case. However, there was no one 
suspicious around the crime scene, was there?” 


“Yes.” 


“So there was only one type of fingerprint on the gun, and no one but the victim was seen 
around the crime scene, right?” 


“That's right.” 


“Very well, | have no further questions.” 

Horuchi sat down leisurely, as if he had regained his composure. 

He was impressive, even if he was my enemy. 

If the jury were to hear what had just transpired, they would have no choice but to conclude that 
the only person who could have killed the victim was the only person who was at the scene at 
the estimated time of death — namely, Rokuro Yasui. To top it off, his fingerprints were the only 
ones on the gun, and he was wearing the same clothes as the caller described. 

... fhe words “backing down from a fight” were not in my dictionary. 

“Counsel Yamashika, do you have any further cross-examination?” 

“No, | don’t.” 


But this time, it looked like | was going to have to make an exception. 


"It seems today's proceedings are coming to an end,” said the judge, looking at his watch. It was 
already past noon, perhaps because of the break we had taken. 


"Prosecutor Horiuchi, is there anything you need to address before the end of the day?" 

“No, nothing in particular.” 

“Very well. Then today's session is concluded. We will resume tomorrow at 9:00 am. 

Now, a word to the jury. You are not to discuss this case with anyone, nor are you to listen to 
anyone else discussing it. The trial is not yet over, so you are not to form any opinion as to guilt 
or innocence at this time. 

This concludes today’s proceedings.” 


The gavel struck. 


November 14th, 1:25 PM, Yamashika Law Office 


| returned to the office with Yukina, Kageno, and Rokuro Yasui. The little devil had gone 
somewhere, saying she had a call on her cell phone. 


“That courtroom today was hilarious.” 


Kageno said. | had a bad feeling about this. 


“...What are you talking about?” 

“The part where you got called a cunning and devious lawyer. So it's starting to sink in.” 
Kageno grinned mischievously, as if he was reliving the moment. 

Why do | have to be put through this? 

“That was just a figure of speech! Where do | come off as a cunning and devious lawyer!?” 
Kageno answered without changing his expression. 

“Extorting a rich guy to get 200,000 dollars, bullying witnesses with baseless insinuations, 
digging around for loopholes in the law to toy with the prosecutor - no matter how you look at it, 
you’re a cunning and devious lawyer.” 

“Hmm, | kind of agree with you on that.” 

Rokuro chimed in unnecessarily. ...| couldn’t argue with that. 


“T-That’s not true.” 


Yukina interjected with a denial. As expected of Yukina. | didn’t care about the opinions of these 
guys, | just needed Yukina on my side. 


“I’m sure Mr. Zenko doesn't... like... doing those things...” 


For some reason, Yukina glanced at me as if she was having trouble saying it. And then, as if it 
were an afterthought, 


“1... think...” 
Her voice trailed off. 


| was reminded again of how some of my clients must have felt, being falsely accused. And that 
lousy detective grinning like that just pissed me off... 


“But Mr. Yamashika, do you really think | can be proven innocent?” Rokuro asked. 
“Considering how the trial went today, | don’t think it’s looking too good...” 


| plopped down on my office chair and loosened my tie. Inside, | was secretly thrilled at the 
chance to change the subject. 


“Well, today was just the first day of the prosecution’s case. It’s not going to go well from the 
start.” 


Just then, the door flew open with a bang. With that impact, I’m sure the lifespan of that old, 
rickety door just got shortened by a year. 


“Zenko, we've got company! You better be grateful | brought them here!” 


It was Satsuki. | couldn’t help but put my head in my hands. As if | didn’t have enough problems 
already. | looked over at the entrance, ready to complain, when | saw two unexpected visitors. 


“Mai...?” Rokuro muttered under his breath. 


It was Mai Ayasaki and her younger sister, Yui. As soon as Ayasaki noticed Rokuro, she gasped 
and seemed to tense up. 


But it was only for a moment. 


“Thanks for helping me the other day,” she said, bowing her head to me. Her sister followed suit, 
echoing, “Thanks for your help.” 


Suddenly, Kageno let out a low whistle. | knew the implication — it was Kageno's way of saying, 
"She's a beauty." 


“Hello. What brings you both here today?” Yukina asked, gesturing towards the sofa. The two of 
them sat down together, and Ayasaki began to speak. 


“We didn’t get the newspaper until yesterday, so we only just found out today... that Mr. Rokuro 
is suspected of murder. We thought we might be able to help in some way.” 


She said, looking at Rokuro. He, too, was silently looking at Ayasaki. What's this? 

“You're talking about the Yasui family, the ones who falsely accused you, right? You shouldn't 
concern yourself with them. You already got your money, so you should just sit back and watch 
the fire burn on the other side of the river. Why stick your neck out for them?” 


| knew Yukina was looking at me, thinking | was being too harsh. But | had to ask. 


Ayasaki hesitated for a moment before speaking. 


“It’s true that Mr. Shichiro did terrible things to me. But Mr. Goro, despite being strict, was a fair 
man. Besides, | heard from lyo that Mr. Rokuro helped me out in many ways? Like when | was 
working at the mansion, he would protect me from Mr. Shichiro’s harassment.” 

Rokuro gave an embarrassed smile, as if to say, “You got me there.” 

Yui then continued her sister’s story. 

“| don’t think Mr. Rokuro would ever kill his father either. He told me to keep it a secret from my 
sister, but he would sometimes come over to our place and help us out with food expenses and 


the cost of school trips. I’m sure he would never kill anyone.” 


Ayasaki looked at Yui in surprise. But Yui was looking straight at me with a determined look in 
her eyes. 


“Come on, Yui, | told you to keep that a secret,” Rokuro said with a wry smile. 


| was about to say, “Just because he gave you money doesn’t mean he’s not a murderer,” but | 
held my tongue. | couldn’t bring myself to say that in front of them. 


“Um, so... is there any way we can help?” Yui asked. 

| scratched my head awkwardly. 

“| don’t know about that. It would be different if you witnessed the murder or something...” 
“Il see...” Ayasaki said, sounding disappointed. 


...For some reason, Satsuki and Yukina were both giving me suspicious looks. What did they 
want me to do? 


| decided to break the ice by bringing Kageno into the conversation. 

“Speaking of which, Kageno, there’s something | wanted to ask you. Is the police investigating 
Shichiro Yasui as well? He’s also entitled to inherit the estate, so it’s not like the police can just 
ignore him, right?” 


Kageno nodded. 


“Yeah, they did question him, but apparently, he had an alibi for the time of the murder. They 
took him off the suspect list pretty quickly.” 


“An alibi? What kind of alibi?” 


“He said he was with an acquaintance. The police confirmed it with the other person.” 
“... That's not good. He’s my prime suspect. Kageno, you need to break that alibi.” 


“You sure are quick to jump to conclusions,” Kageno said, running his hand through his messy 
hair. 


“The thing is, we don’t even know who vouched for his alibi. And honestly, it’s going to be tough 
to investigate Shichiro’s background. Rokuro, your mansion’s security is way too tight. | was 
almost questioned by a cop just for snooping around the perimeter today.” 


“Hmm, you’re probably right. After all, police officers come directly to our house for security. 


| know! How about | put in a good word for you so you can investigate without any trouble? If | 
tell them you're a detective working with me, it should make things easier for you.” 


Kageno just shrugged at Rokuro’s suggestion. 


“That won't work. If Shichiro finds out we’re investigating him, it'll all be for nothing. It’s not like 
everyone living in that mansion is on your side, right?” 


“Hmm, you're right about that...” Rokuro said with a sigh, folding his arms in thought. 
“Um...” 
It was Mai Ayasaki who spoke up hesitantly. 


“So, if | understand correctly, you need someone to go into the Yasui mansion without raising 
suspicion as a detective, right?” 


“Well, yeah,” Kageno nodded. 


“Then how about getting someone hired as a helper? The Yasui mansion is always 
short-staffed. If you’re hired, you should at least be able to walk around freely.” 


“That's a great idea! I’m sure they'll hire you right away if | put in a word with the butler.” 
Rokuro agreed, but | shot down the idea after glancing at Kageno. 
“That's ridiculous.” 


“...Why not?” 


“This guy, Kageno, is a social misfit. Why do you think he’s a detective? It’s because he can’t 
hold down a regular job. If you let him be someone’s employee, he’ll probably end up punching 
the butler on the first day and come running back here.” 


“He’s probably right,” Kageno said with a wry smile in my direction. His eyes seemed to say, 
“You're one to talk.” 


“Hmm, | guess you’re right... It seemed like a good idea, though...” 
And then, at that moment... 

"Um..." 

Yukina timidly spoke up with a suggestion. 


“Then... how about | go? | can manage my university schedule, and I’m used to doing 
housework.” 


Kageno and Rokuro exchanged glances. 


“That's not a bad idea. Yuki doesn’t know Shichiro personally, and it wouldn't be strange for a 
new maid to ask about her employer.” 


“Yeah, and now that | think about it, we have been looking for a new maid ever since Ayasaki 
quit.” 


“H-Hold on a second!” | interrupted, before they got any further ahead of themselves. 
“Kageno going is one thing, but what information do you think Yukina, an amateur, can get—” 
“That's mean, Mr. Zenko,” Yukina said, puffing out her cheeks. 

“lam your assistant, you know. You should have a little more faith in me.” 

“B-But...” 


“It’s alright, Yamashika,” Kageno interrupted, cutting me off. He had a mischievous grin on his 
face. 


“Just asking around about any strange rumors surrounding Shichiro Yasui will be enough. Once 
we have a lead, | can take it from there.” 


Yukina nodded, a hint of anger in her expression, and | almost flinched. But | just couldn't accept 
this. 


“B-But, working at that mansion means working right under that pervert, Shichiro! You know 
what his reputation is like, there’s no way I’m letting you work in a place like that!” 


Perhaps understanding my sincerity, the anger in Yukina’s expression softened slightly. 


“Mr. Yamashika,” Rokuro said with a wry smile. “He is my brother, you know. You don’t have to 
be so hard on him...” 


“What are you talking about?! He's the one who might be trying to frame you for murder!” 
“Oh, right... | guess you're right.” 
This guy... | couldn’t help but want to bury my head in my hands. 


“Don’t worry, Yamashika. If Shichiro tries anything funny with Yuki, we'll just put her on the stand 
and have her testify about his evil deeds. The jury will be on our side then.” 


“W-Well, | guess that might work, but...” 

“lll be fine, Mr. Zenko,” Yukina said, giving me a reassuring smile. 

“It’s not like everyone who works at the Yasui mansion is a bad person.” 

“That's right. And I'll be at home, even though I'm out on bail.” 

“Y-Yes, but...” 

Kageno cut me off, clapping a hand on my shoulder. 

“We need someone to investigate Shichiro Yasui's background, someone he doesn’t know 
personally and someone who can be hired as a housemaid without raising suspicion. Now, 
logically speaking, who here fits that description best?” 

“Ugh...” 


| couldn’t deny the logic in Kageno’s words. 


Scratching my head awkwardly, | said, “Alright, fine. But Yukina, please be careful. There’s no 
need to push yourself too hard. If you feel like it’s dangerous, just come back, okay?” 


“You're exaggerating, Yamashika. She’s not going into a lion’s den. It’s just my house. And she’s 
not even staying over. She'll only be working a few hours a day.” 


“That's right, Mr. Zenko. It’s nice of you to worry, but...” Yukina said with a smile, but | still 
couldn’t shake off my unease. If it were Kageno instead of Yukina, | wouldn’t hesitate to send 
him off to the beaches of Normandy in the middle of World War Il. 


“Alright, it’s settled then. Let’s get this plan in motion before Yamashika here works himself up 
into another frenzy. Yuki, take this with you.” 


Ignoring my worries, Yukina was already learning from Kageno how to use a portable tape 
recorder, one of the “seven tools of his trade,” apparently. 


Chapter 5: Stalemate 


November 15th, 9:00 AM, District Court, Courtroom No. 2 


“Now then, let’s resume the trial,” the judge declared. 

The gallery was packed again today. | could spot Kageno and Satsuki among the spectators, 
but Yukina was nowhere to be seen. She had told me over dinner last night that Rokuro had put 
in a good word with the Yasui mansion’s head housekeeper, and she had been hired as a maid 
without any issues. She had left to start work that morning. 

Shichiro Yasui, the embodiment of evil and my only source of worry at the moment, was also 
present in the gallery. | doubted he would try anything with so many eyes on him, but | couldn't 
shake off the feeling that something was missing, that the trial lacked a certain spice without 
Yukina around. 

“Prosecutor Horiuchi, you may call your witness,” the judge said. 

“Yes, Your Honor. The first witness for the prosecution will be Mr. Isamu Minegi.” 


Pushing away my stray thoughts, | tried to focus on the proceedings. 


A portly, elderly gentleman took his place on the witness stand. He looked to be around the 
same age as Goro Yasui had been, though his face lacked the same air of authority. 


In a calm voice that suited his age and physique, Minegi finished swearing his oath. 


“Now then, Mr. Minegi. Could you please tell us about your relationship with the victim, Mr. Goro 
Yasui?” 


“Yes. We were business partners. We ran a company together. Let’s see... we had known each 
other for about twenty years.” 


“| see. You must have been devastated by his passing.” 
Minegi nodded silently in response to Horiuchi’s disingenuous words of comfort. 


“Let's continue with the questions. You mentioned that the victim came to you for advice before 
his death, correct?” 


“Yes, that’s right.” 


“And when was this?” 


“It was early fall... about a month before his death, | believe.” 
“And what kind of advice did he seek?” 


“He asked me what he should do with his assets, seeing as he didn’t think he had much longer 
to live.” 


“If you don’t mind my asking, why would he consult you about such a personal matter?” 


“Well, as | said, we had known each other for twenty years. We often confided in each other 
about various matters.” 


“So you're saying you trusted each other?” 
“Yes, | suppose you could say that.” Minegi chuckled, though he didn’t seem entirely at ease. 
“Were you aware of the extent of his assets... or should | say, his inheritance now?” 


“Yes. As his business partner, it was necessary for us to be aware of each other’s financial 
standing.” 


“And how much would you say his inheritance is worth?” 
| slammed my fist on the table. The loud bang echoed through the courtroom. 


“Objection! That question delves into the private affairs of the victim’s family and is not relevant 
to this case!” 


Silence descended upon the courtroom. | could feel the spectators staring at me with a mixture 
of curiosity and apprehension. 


...[t seemed in my enthusiasm for that first objection, | had forgotten to regulate the force behind 
my fist. Oh well, at least the table hadn't split in half. 


“O-Objection sustained,” the judge ruled. 
“Very well, I'll rephrase the question,” Horiuchi said, unfazed. 


“The inheritance, | assume, is a rather substantial sum, even compared to the average income, 
wouldn’t you say?” 


| slammed my fist on the table again. 


“Objection! | object on the same grounds as before!” 
“Your Honor, if | may?” the shorty prosecutor said, sparing me a single glance. 
“We, the prosecution, believe that this considerable inheritance played a significant role in the 


events leading up to Mr. Yasui’s murder. While we have no intention of disclosing the exact 


amount, we believe it is important for the court to acknowledge the fact that the inheritance was 
a significant sum.” 


“Very well. Objection overruled. The witness may answer the question.” 
“Well, | suppose it’s safe to say that it was more than enough to last a lifetime,” Minegi said. 


Horiuchi smirked smugly in my direction. His face might as well have been screaming, 'Gotcha!' 


Like hell he did. 
“Do you know of anyone who stood to inherit this fortune?” 


“Of course. In the event of his death, the rights to our company would be transferred to his 
heirs.” 


“And is one of those heirs present in this courtroom?” 

“Yes, he is.” 

“Please point him out.” 

“It's him.” Minegi firmly pointed at my client. 

All eyes in the courtroom followed his gesture, but Rokuro sat unmoved, his expression 
betraying no emotion as he met Minegi’s gaze. Perhaps unnerved by Rokuro’s composure, 


Minegi was the first to look away. He might have seemed like a happy-go-lucky guy most of the 
time, but there was clearly a core of steel beneath that easygoing facade. 


“Thank you. No further questions.” 
“Defense, you may cross-examine the witness.” 
| jumped to my feet. “You were incredibly close to the victim, were you not?” 


“| suppose you could say we were as thick as thieves,” Minegi said, his demeanor far from the 
fearful attitude one would expect from someone on the witness stand. 


The urge to punch him was almost overwhelming. 

“| see. Then tell me, why are you so eager to divulge the details of another man’s inheritance? 
Don't you feel the slightest bit of guilt, betraying the trust of a man who considered you a close 
friend?” 


Several jurors turned to look at Minegi with renewed interest. 


The color drained from Minegi’s face as if he had been struck by lightning. “H-How dare you! 
Are you suggesting that I’m enjoying revealing his secrets?!” 


“Yes, that’s exactly what I’m suggesting. I’ve been listening to your testimony very carefully, and 
| haven’t detected a single shred of remorse from you. Am | wrong?” | turned to the jury, 
shrugging my shoulders for emphasis. 


“I-I’m only testifying because | want to help bring his killer to justice!” 


“Oh, so you believe that the ends justify the means, even if it means violating someone’s 
privacy? Or perhaps you think that the deceased are beyond caring about such things?” 


“O-Objection!” Horiuchi shot to his feet, his face red with indignation. 
“The defense attorney is clearly badgering the witness!” 
“Objection sustained. Counsel Yamashika, please rephrase your question." 


“Understood, Your Honor.” | turned back to Minegi, who was now breathing heavily, as if he had 
just narrowly avoided a speeding train. He had no idea what was coming. 


“Mr. Minegi, you mentioned that you were in business with the victim, correct?” 
“Y-Yes, that’s right.” 
“Could you elaborate on the nature of your business partnership?” 


“We each owned forty-five percent of the company’s shares, making for a combined total of 
ninety percent.” 


“| see. So, if there were multiple heirs, the victim’s shares would be divided amongst them, 
correct?” 


“That's not for me to decide. It’s up to the heirs to come to an agreement amongst themselves.” 


“So you're saying that you can’t rule out the possibility of the shares being divided?” 


“W-Well, yes, but... | doubt that would happen. There’s no reason to divide the shares when 
they’re already consolidated.” 


“That’s your opinion, not necessarily the opinion of the heirs, is it?” 
“W-Well, | suppose not...” 


“Or could it be that you’ve already reached some sort of agreement with one of the heirs 
regarding the shares?” 


The blood drained from Minegi’s face. 
“W-What are you talking about?” 


“For example, perhaps someone promised you a favorable outcome if you testified in a way that 
would benefit them in court, once they inherit the shares.” 


A murmur rippled through the courtroom. Horiuchi immediately stood up. 
“Objection! The defense attorney is making baseless accusations against the witness!” 


“Objection sustained. The defense attorney’s last statement will be stricken from the record. 
Jurors, please disregard what you have just heard.” 


This should do the trick. Knowing when to stop is key to a good bluff. Of course, whether the 
jury bought it was another matter entirely. 


“Now then, Mr. Minegi. In a joint-stock company, the shareholder with the largest percentage of 
shares also holds the most power in terms of management, correct?” 


“Now, returning to the topic of the shares owned by the victim, if there were multiple heirs, it 
stands to reason that the shares would be divided amongst them, wouldn't they?” 


“That's... correct.” 


“In that case, your biggest rival, who held an equal percentage of shares, would be gone, 
making you, the holder of forty-five percent of the shares, the majority shareholder, correct?” 


“In other words, the victim’s death put you in a position to effectively take control of the 
company, didn't it?” 


A murmur rippled through the gallery as Horiuchi leaped to his feet. 


“O-Objection! This is an extremely malicious line of questioning based on unfounded 
assumptions, intended to discredit the witness!” 


“| don’t believe it is.” 
The judge glanced at the witness with a dubious expression. 


“The defense’s line of reasoning is clear. Objection overruled. The witness will answer the 
question.” 


Minegi hesitated, but eventually replied, “W-Well, | suppose that’s not entirely out of the realm of 
possibility...” 


“Thank you, that’s all | wanted to know.” 
With that, the motive was established. 
The stage was set. It was time to light the fuse on my usual bombshell. 


“Now then, Mr. Minegi. One last thing. Where were you and what were you doing on the night of 
November 11th, the night of the incident?” 


This was a common tactic in criminal trials. 

The most effective courtroom tactic in a criminal trial was to suggest the possibility of the crime 
being committed by a third party other than the defendant. There was no quicker or easier way 
to defend a client. | had used this method to disrupt the prosecution’s case countless times 
before. 

But this time, it didn’t go as I’d expected. 


Minegi answered with an air of composure that bordered on unnerving. 


“That day, | had a reunion with some friends from university. We were drinking at a bar that 
night.” 


“Counsel Yamashika.” 


The one who interrupted me with an air of self-importance was the shorty prosecutor. 


“We, the prosecution, are well aware of your penchant for pursuing alibis hard to verify from 
witnesses who are only indirectly related to the case, thereby confusing the court by suggesting 
that there might be another culprit. 


Therefore, in anticipation of such a line of questioning from the defense, the prosecution has 
taken the liberty of obtaining these from individuals who can attest to this witness’s alibi.” 


Horiuchi picked up several sheets of paper and handed them directly to the judge and me. 


Written on the papers were statements like, “I attest to being with Mr. Isamu Minegi around 11 
PM on the night of November 11th,” and so on. 


...He got me, | thought. Written statements of oath. 


“The prosecution would like to use these sworn statements to address the defense’s doubts and 
expedite the cross-examination process. Would that be acceptable?” 


| slammed my fist on the table and retorted, “However! Even with sworn statements, testimony 
that cannot be cross-examined is inadmissible as evidence!” 


Horiuchi shrugged, as if to say, ‘Suit yourself.’ 

“Very well. We will provide the defense with a list of those who wrote the statements later. You 
are free to investigate them or summon them to court as you see fit. Don’t waste the jury’s 
valuable time.” 

That damned bastard. 

It seemed even this shorty prosecutor had some capacity for learning. To think that |, of all 
people, would be outsmarted by Horiuchi in such a way. He was grinning smugly, clearly 


enjoying himself. 


The fact that he had managed to get ten people to write statements meant that the alibi was 
most likely airtight. 


Well, no matter. | hadn’t really considered this witness to be the culprit in the first place. The real 
criminal was someone else entirely. That scoundrel, Shichiro Yasui. 


| had no choice but to back down for now, but | would lay down one more stepping stone to 
bring the real culprit to the forefront. 


“Then, Mr. Minegi, one last question. How many people are in a position to inherit the victim’s 
estate?” 


“_..As far as | Know, only two.” 
“We've heard that one of them is the defendant. Who is the other?” 


Minegi glanced at someone in the gallery, then replied with a hint of apology in his voice, “The 
victim’s other son, Shichiro Yasui.” 


“So, there’s one other person who stood to inherit a vast fortune?” 
“That's right.” 

“No further questions.” 

With that, the stepping stone was in place. But something bothered me. 


Neither Prosecutor Horiuchi nor Shichiro Yasui seemed the least bit perturbed by my attempt to 
introduce a new suspect into the courtroom— 


“The next witness is Sergeant Yujiro Haneyama.” 

The uniformed officer who took the stand, a man named Haneyama, was another portly, 
middle-aged man who looked to be in his mid-forties. He seemed to be self-conscious about his 
thinning hair, the desperate attempts to hide his bald spot evident in the barcode-like pattern on 


his head. 


He was being called a sergeant, but | vaguely recalled that rank not being particularly high up in 
the police hierarchy... 


“First, could you tell us about your specific duties?” 


“My assigned task was the protection of a VIP, specifically, the victim in this case, Mr. Goro 
Yasui. | was in charge of security at his residence.” 


“And how long have you been assigned to this security detail?” 

“Before | answer that, there’s something | need to say.” 

Haneyama’s tone was laced with indignation. Horiuchi furrowed his brow. 
“Oh? And what would that be?” 


“I still can’t believe that Mr. Rokuro killed his own father. | was summoned here, but | want to 
state for the record that what I’m about to testify to is not my personal belief.” 


“Heh, that’s just like you, Haneyama...” 
The one who muttered that under his breath was the person sitting next to me. For a moment, | 
wondered who this guy was. That was certainly not the attitude of someone who was supposed 


to be on trial for murder. 


But this Haneyama was something else, openly defying the prosecution despite being a police 
officer. Maybe that’s why he was still a sergeant at his age. 


He might have thought he was doing Rokuro a favor, but saying that to Prosecutor Horiuchi was 
completely counterproductive. 


Horiuchi, with an air of composure, replied, “I see. You’re entitled to your opinion. However, you 
are here as a sworn witness. You cannot refuse to testify without just cause, and your testimony 
must be limited to the facts, not your personal opinions. | won’t stop you if you insist on 
continuing down this path, but | must warn you that you will be held in contempt of court. 
Consider this your warning.” 

Haneyama was at a loss for words. Horiuchi turned to the judge. 

“Your Honor, as you have just heard, this witness is clearly hostile towards the prosecution. 
Therefore, | believe that leading questions should be permitted in the questioning of this 


witness.” 


This was it. No matter how short, forgetful, irritable, and easily riled up he was, this prosecutor 
was not to be underestimated. 


“| acknowledge that the witness is hostile. As for leading questions, | will rule on a case-by-case 
basis.” 


At the judge’s words, Horiuchi nodded in understanding. 
“Let me ask you again. How long have you been assigned to this security detail?” 


Haneyama seemed reluctant to answer, but when the judge prompted him to do so, he finally 
opened his mouth. 


“About two, three years.” 


Several years on the same assignment. It seemed safe to assume that this officer was no longer 
on the fast track to promotion. 


“By the way, you are authorized to carry a handgun, correct?” 


“But you are not currently in possession of that handgun, are you?” 


“...No.” 


“You reported to your superiors that you had lost your handgun on November 11th, the day the 
victim was killed, did you not?” 


“For a police officer to lose their service pistol is a very serious matter. You understand the 
gravity of this, don't you?” 


“That's why I’m currently awaiting disciplinary action. Whatever punishment is decided, | intend 
to accept it.” 


Haneyama replied with a tone of resignation. 


| see. Come to think of it, | knew the murder weapon was a handgun, but | had no idea where it 
came from. So that’s where it originated. 


And with that, | finally understood why this witness was giving Prosecutor Horiuchi the cold 
shoulder. 


The police apprehended the criminal, and the prosecutor presented the case in court. These 
two parties had to be on the same page. If a police officer openly opposed the prosecution, it 
would undoubtedly reflect poorly on their evaluation. 

However, if he lost his gun, and that very gun was used in a murder, then this middle-aged man, 
Haneyama, would undoubtedly lose his job. There was no reason for him to side with the 


prosecution. 


“Well, if he gets fired, I'll hire him as a security guard at my place. He’s a good guy, easy to get 
along with.” Rokuro whispered to me nonchalantly. 


Horiuchi continued his questioning. 
“You usually carried your handgun on you at all times, correct?” 
“Of course.” 


“Then how did you end up losing it?” 


Officer Haneyama seemed hesitant to answer, but finally, as if he had made up his mind, he 
spoke. 


“My security duty was basically from noon to midnight. | had been assigned to Mr. Yasui’s 
residence for over a year, and | had become friendly with the people there. They would 


sometimes invite me for tea, and | would even borrow their bathroom...” 


“You do understand that someone in your position is not allowed to accept such hospitality while 
on duty, correct?” 


| slammed my fist down on the table. 
“Objection! That has nothing to do with this case!” 


“Objection sustained. The court stenographer will please strike the previous question from the 
record. Members of the jury, please disregard the previous statement.” 


Horiuchi shrugged, as if to say, “Oh well.” 
“Oh, | didn’t realize that was against the rules,” Rokuro said nonchalantly. 
...Could this guy have been the main cause? 


“You stated that you usually carried your handgun on you at all times. However, you obviously 
wouldn't take it into the bath with you, would you?” 


“So where did you keep it at those times?” 


“They let me use a small prefabricated building as a break room. | kept it in a drawer in the desk 
there.” 


“When did you realize your gun was missing?” 
“...When | came back from the bath.” 


“| see. By the way, if you’ve been working as a security guard for many years, | assume you 
keep a fairly regular schedule.” 


“So it wouldn’t be unreasonable to assume that you took your baths around the same time each 
day, would it?” 


“W-Well, yes.” 

“Now, was there anyone who knew what time you usually took your baths?” 

“I-| don’t know about that. Besides, what does it matter what time | take a bath—” 
Haneyama’s testimony was cut short as Horiuchi slammed his hand on the table. 

“Your opinions are irrelevant. You are only required to answer the questions asked of you.” 
...9eeing Horiuchi pull that stunt really got under my skin. 

“Let me ask you again. Was there anyone who knew what time you usually took your baths?” 
“...L don’t know about that.” 


“Very well. Next question. You lived in the same residence as the defendant for several years, 
correct?” 


“Yes, well...” 


“Don’t you think it would be easy for someone to figure out your bathing habits after living in the 
same house for years?” 


“Objection!” 

| slammed my fist on the table. The sound was much louder than when Horiuchi had done it. 
“This is a leading question, and furthermore, it calls for speculation rather than facts!” 

The judge slowly nodded. 


“Objection sustained. The court stenographer will please strike the previous question from the 
record. Members of the jury, please disregard the previous question.” 


However, Horiuchi didn’t seem fazed in the slightest. He bowed deeply towards the witness 
stand. 


“Thank you for your time. That concludes my questioning. Counsel Yamashika, you may begin 
your cross-examination.” 


The nerve of this guy. 


However, | had to admit, even for a shorty prosecutor, he had done an admirable job with his 
questioning. 


But in the end, | would be the one to prevail. | had to make Horiuchi realize, as quickly as 
possible, that all he was doing was wasting everyone’s time, the taxpayer-funded thief! 


| began my cross-examination. 


“Mr. Haneyama. The defendant wasn’t the only one who spent several years with you at that 
residence, was he?” 


Haneyama looked up as if suddenly remembering something. 

“Ah, that’s right, that’s right. Certainly, there was another officer who had been on security duty 
for over a year, and there were also the housekeeper and the gardener who had been working 
at the residence for many years. They must have known what time | usually took my baths.” 
“No further questions.” 

| sat back down in my chair with a thud. 

| had intended to strike a blow, but this time, | had to concede to Horiuchi. 

“The next witness is Mr. Takefumi Sanada.” 

Horiuchi said, looking as if he had just swallowed a bitter pill. The man who took the stand was 
an elderly gentleman with a straight back and a composed air, someone who certainly looked 
the part of a butler. 


“What is your occupation?” 


“lam a butler. | took care of Lord Yasui’s personal affairs. It pains me to have to use the past 
tense.” 


“You have known both the defendant and the victim for a long time, haven’t you?” 


“Yes. And, while we’re on the subject, like Mr. Haneyama before me, | have something | would 
like to say. If | may?” 


Horiuchi’s face contorted slightly in displeasure. 


“Well, it depends on what it is. Go ahead.” 


“| have known the defendant, Lord Rokuro, since he was a baby. He is not the kind of person 
who would kill his own father. 


However, | also truly despise the person who killed Lord Yasui. | was told that my testimony 
could help shed light on the truth, and that is why | stand before you today. | wanted to make 
that much clear.” 


“| see. Thank you.” 


Horiuchi nodded curtly, his expression seemingly saying, ‘I don’t care about your personal 
feelings, just get on with it.' 


“Now then, let me ask you. You recently witnessed the defendant and the victim having an 
argument, did you not?” 


“Yes. | believe it was on the 2nd or 3rd of this month.” 

...What? 

“Oh yeah, come to think of it, that did happen.” 

Rokuro muttered nonchalantly, and | snapped at him in a hushed voice. 
“You could have told me about this sooner!” 

“Sorry, | forgot.” 


| couldn’t help but let out a sigh. Perhaps it was due to his lack of tension, but Rokuro didn’t 
seem the least bit apologetic. 


However, this much was within my calculations. | composed myself and focused on the 
pipsqueak prosecutor’s questioning. 


“What was the cause of this argument?” 


“They seemed to have a difference of opinion regarding the management of the company Lord 
Yasui ran.” 


“How serious was this argument?” 
“How serious...? It’s difficult to say...” 


“Were they shouting?” 


“Yes, they were raising their voices. | was quite concerned, wondering if | should intervene.” 
“You said you’ve known both the defendant and the victim for a long time, correct?” 

“Yes.” 

“So tell me, have you ever witnessed such an argument between them in recent years?” 

“No. To the best of my recollection, it had been at least ten years since their last disagreement.” 


“And this argument, which hadn’t occurred in over ten years, happened to take place just a 
week before the murder, correct?” 


“Well, | can’t say for certain if it’s related to the murder or not, but | can confirm that the incident 
did occur at the beginning of this month.” 


“Now then, regarding the night of the incident, do you know why the defendant and the victim 
were together?” 


“Yes. It was customary for Lord Yasui and Lord Rokuro to take a walk together in the nearby 
park every evening.” 


"Why were you walking in a deserted park in the middle of the night?" 


"Mr. Yasui is accompanied by bodyguards around the clock. | believe they wanted some private, 
family time outside the estate." 


"Besides you, does anyone else know that the defendant and his child were going for a walk?" 
"No, there is no one. After all, we are talking about an important figure like Mr. Yasui, who is 
well-connected in political and financial circles, going to a park at night without any guards. | am 
probably the only one among those who work at the estate who knows about this. | don't think 


even Lord Shichiro, Lord Yasui's other son, is aware." 


Horiuchi twisted his face in a satisfied smirk and said, looking at me, "Very well, | will end my 
questioning here. Counsel Yamashika, you may proceed with your cross-examination." 


Without missing a beat, | began my questioning. There was no need to let his testimony stand 
unchallenged. 


"You used the phrase ‘I don't think’ in your previous statement, correct?" 
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"So, that is your subjective opinion and not a fact, is it?" 

"Yes, that is correct." 

"It's possible that no one else knew that the defendant and his child were going for a walk in the 
park. However, isn't it true that everyone living in the estate, including Mr. Shichiro, knew that 
the two of them had a habit of going out together every night?" 


"Yes, that is correct." 


He nodded readily. He was a difficult witness to handle. He claimed to be neutral, but his lack of 
reaction and simple affirmations made his testimony somewhat less impactful. 


".../ have no further questions." 

"Very well. The witness may step down." 

Sanada bowed politely and left the witness stand. He remained unyielding to the very end. 
Horiuchi turned to the judge. "Your Honor, with that, the prosecution rests its case." 

He had indeed presented evidence to support his case: the murder weapon, circumstantial 
evidence, and motive. All pointed to the defendant's guilt. Perhaps that was why Horiuchi wore a 


smug expression on his face. 


In a normal preliminary hearing, this would have been more than enough evidence to secure a 
conviction. However, Horiuchi had one unfortunate stroke of bad luck. 


He was up against me. The real preliminary hearing was about to begin. 

The judge spoke. "Very well. We will adjourn today's proceedings and resume tomorrow at 9:00 
AM with the defense's presentation of evidence. Members of the jury, please refrain from 
forming any opinions on this matter or discussing it with anyone else. | look forward to seeing 
you all tomorrow." 

The judge struck the gavel and left his seat. 

Following his lead, the gallery and the jury rose to their feet with a clatter. 


| wasn't entirely pleased with how things were going. 


| hadn't been able to refute the fact that the victim and the defendant had been arguing, which 
probably swayed the jury's opinion somewhat. 


| walked out into the hallway with Rokuro and joined Kageno — and Satsuki, for some reason. 


"You were really enjoying grilling them today, weren't you? Well, | guess it's just another day at 
the office for you," Satsuki remarked unnecessarily. 


"You say that every single time. I'm just doing my job." 

"And your job is to tear people down? Honestly, it's because of people like you that democracy 
is doomed. If we were living in a glorious communist utopia, we wouldn't have this problem 
because we'd just ship all potential criminals off to Siberia." 


Satsuki sighed dramatically. A wonderful utopia where human rights are nonexistent. 


| was about to retort that she'd be the first one on the next train to Siberia, but | had a feeling | 
knew what her response would be, so | held my tongue. 


| turned to my detective. "Kageno, that fight story is no good. Find me a witness who can 
discredit it." 


"You're being awfully specific. Well, I'll see what | can do. No promises." 
...Honestly, they were all the same. 
"Mr. Yamashika, do you think we can win?" Rokuro asked. 


For a second, | thought, "You're not the one who needs to win, | am. Your acquittal is just a 
bonus' — but | couldn't bring myself to say that out loud. 


"I'd say it's about fifty-fifty.” 
"| see," Rokuro mumbled, unfazed. 


The actual acquittal rate in Japanese criminal trials was less than one percent. A fifty-fifty 
chance of acquittal was incredibly high, but explaining that to him seemed too bothersome. 


Satsuki announced, "I'm off to deepen my bonds of friendship with my classmates," and left 
ahead of us. She completely ignored my suggestion that she should probably go to school first. 


Kageno went off to continue his investigation, and Rokuro decided to head home for the day. | 
was left to return to the office alone. 


November 15th, 12:55 PM, Yamashika Law Office 


As soon as | stepped back into my office, | had to blink a few times, sure | was imagining things. 


"Ah, welcome back, Mr. Zenko," Yukina greeted me, feather duster in hand. That wasn't the 
strange part. 


It was her attire. 


A navy blue dress. A white apron with two pockets. A white headband, and a neatly tied ribbon 
on her chest. 


Even I, with my nonexistent fashion sense, knew what this outfit was generally called. It was a 
maid outfit. 


"Y-Yukina, what's with the outtfit...?" 

"Oh, this? | got it from the Yasui residence. | thought it might be nice to wear while cleaning..." 
Yukina looked up at me, her gaze questioning. 

"...D-Does it... not look good?" 

"N-No! It looks good! | mean, it's not that..." 

"Really? I'm so glad!" 


Yukina smiled brightly, and | felt my willpower crumble. Still, | had to say something. This was a 
law office, for crying out loud. 


"B-But Yukina..." 

What was | supposed to tell a client if they walked in and saw her dressed like that? What would 
Satsuki and Kageno say? | had no idea, but it was definitely a problem. Not that the outfit didn't 
suit her, in fact, you could say | rather liked it, but maybe it was best not to wear it during 
business hours. Though, in private, it would be more than welcome — no, forget | said that. 

| wasn't even sure what | was saying anymore. 

| thanked my lucky stars that neither Kageno nor Satsuki were here at the moment. 


As if reading my mind, Yukina said, with a hint of disappointment, "I understand..." 


However, she followed up with, "But, just for today? | have to go back there this evening 
anyway." 


She looked at me with those expectant eyes, and | couldn't bring myself to refuse. "Just for 
today," | conceded, desperately trying to conceal my inner turmoil. Yukina thanked me happily. 


Suppressing the urge to tell her she could wear it every day took more effort than 
cross-examining a hostile witness. 


"Oh, right. | went ahead and asked around about a few things today..." 


Yukina began to recount her findings, and | was finally able to tear my delusional mind away 
from the previous topic. 


According to Yukina, Shichiro had a terrible reputation within the Yasui household. He had made 
unwanted advances towards several maids and had been involved in countless scandals 


outside the mansion. 


He had apparently gone out on the night of the incident, but his whereabouts remained 
unknown. The person who could supposedly confirm his alibi was also a mystery. 


That was all the information Yukina had been able to gather. 


Perhaps because it was mostly information we already knew, her expression was clouded with 
disappointment. 


"Maybe I'm not cut out for this kind of work after all..." 


"Don't be silly, you managed to sneak in there undetected and get that much information, that's 
impressive," | encouraged her, seizing the opportunity. 


"Besides, you can't just go around asking too many questions on the first day, you'll arouse 
suspicion. Just take your time." 


Yukina blushed slightly and nodded. "I understand." 

| had a late lunch. By the way, it's a complete secret that while watching Yukina's back as she 
cooked, | was agonizing over pointless questions like, "Have | ever felt this kind of enjoyment 
before?" and "No, this must be that feeling everyone gets when the woman they love looks cute 


doing something." 


November 15th, 4:57 PM, Yamashika Law Office 


A little before 5 PM The sun was already setting quite early these days. 


Yukina had gone back to the Yasui residence, and | was lost in thought with my usual cup of hot 
water in hand. Kageno should be here soon. 


"Brr, it's cold! It's gotten really cold, hasn't it?" 

| felt someone enter from the entrance, but | decided to ignore them. 

"Huh? Where's Yukina? Ah, she's already gone off on her spy mission." 

Whoever it was made themselves comfortable on the client sofa, but | continued to ignore them. 


"Hey, Zenko, don't you think it's a bit rude to not even offer a beautiful girl like me a cup of tea 
when she's freezing?" 


That detective was late coming back today. Tomorrow was the defense's turn to present their 
counter-evidence. The situation wasn't... good. It was incredibly frustrating, but right now, | was 
relying on that detective's investigation. 


"Hey, hello? Are you ignoring me?" 


There was only one thing | had to do in court tomorrow. Drag Shichiro Yasui, the most likely 
suspect, into the courtroom and grill him. 


"Oh, | see. So that's how you're going to be." 

But Shichiro had an alibi. And the biggest problem was that | had no idea what it was. | could 
drag Shichiro into court and treat him like the culprit, but it would leave a very bad impression if 
his alibi checked out. 


"Well then..." 


For some reason, | caught sight of Satsuki lifting a thick volume of legal precedents that could 
double as a phone book and was swinging it at me. 


"Whoa, hold on a second, you little brat! What do you think you're doing with that book!?" 


"Well, duh, it's because you were ignoring me! | thought I'd get your attention by throwing this at 
youl" 


"Are you trying to kill me!?" 
"Don't worry, you're the type of guy who wouldn't die even if you were killed." 


Satsuki said, as if | was the one being unreasonable. 


"Weren't you supposed to be out deepening the bonds of friendship with your classmates 
today?" 


"Kids these days have early curfews, you know. Everyone's gone home by this time. | was 
bored, so | came here. So, about that tea?" 


"It's in the kitchen. Help yourself." 
"Hmph. Honestly, this law firm has zero hospitality." 
What kind of law firm serves tea to trespassers? 


Satsuki eventually came back with a cup of hot water, blowing on it gently. And then, she said 
something very ominous. 


"Well then, tell me all about it J" 

"What am | supposed to tell you about?" 

"About tomorrow, of course. It's the defense's turn to present their evidence, right? Don't you 
think it's a good idea to organize your thoughts one more time? And the best way to do that is to 


talk to someone about it, right?" 


| swallowed the first words that came to mind, 'So why should it be you?'... because she had a 
point. 


Tomorrow was the defense's turn to present their counter-evidence. It would be a good idea to 
organize the information | had so far, and for that, an objective opinion would be helpful. 


"Fine, but just be quiet and listen, okay?" 


"There's no point in me being quiet. I'll use my amazing brain to point out anything that seems 
off." 


The victim in this case, Goro Yasui. And his sons, Rokuro and Shichiro. This father and his 
sons, with their joke-like names, were at the center of this incident. 


It all started — that's right, it was Satsuki's fault. On the 4th of this month — eleven days ago — 
this little devil introduced me to a girl named Yui Ayasaki. 


"Who are you calling a little devil! | brought you work, you should at least be a little grateful!" 


| ignored the heckling from the peanut gallery. 


Yui came to me begging for help because her older sister, Mai Ayasaki, had been falsely 
accused of stealing jewelry from the Yasui household where she worked and had been arrested. 


As it turned out, the theft charges were false, and the real culprit was Shichiro Yasui. With 
Rokuro secretly cooperating with me, | tore Shichiro, who took the stand during Mai Ayasaki's 
preliminary hearing, to shreds, proving that it was all a scheme he had orchestrated. 


The Yasui family ended up paying a large sum of money to Mai Ayasaki as compensation for 
damaging her reputation, and the case was closed. 


However, a few days later, or to be precise, eight days ago, on November 7th, Goro Yasui 
suddenly visited my office. He wanted to consult with me about whether there was any legal way 
to leave his entire estate to his eldest son, Rokuro, instead of his good-for-nothing second son, 
Shichiro, as he was nearing the end of his life. 


| suggested a few methods at that time. Prepare a will that no one could find fault with, or — | 
said half-jokingly — get killed by Shichiro. 


And four days after that, on the night of November 11th, just before midnight, | received a phone 
call at my office. It was Rokuro Yasui. The content of the call was shocking: he had been 
walking with his father in Oyama Park when his father was suddenly shot by someone. 


Based on the testimonies given at the preliminary hearing so far and Rokuro's words, this was 
the situation: 


First, Rokuro and his father had a habit of taking walks in the park at night. The only person who 
knew about this was Takefumi Sanada, the Yasui family butler...or so it seemed. However, there 
were actually many residents of the Yasui estate who knew about their habit of going out 
together every night, and it was also known that Oyama Park was the only decent place for a 
walk near the Yasui residence. In short, it might have been an open secret that the two of them 
would take walks in the sparsely populated park at night. 


And then, as Rokuro stood in shock after witnessing his father's murder, a handgun was tossed 
at him. It was a dimly lit park at night, so Rokuro instinctively caught it. However, as he gradually 
understood that his father had been shot with that gun, he panicked, threw the gun away, and 
ran away from the scene. 


However, it seems that someone witnessed the scene, and a call was made to the police at the 
same time. According to the report, they saw a man of Rokuro's height and build shoot an 
elderly man. 


The report was made immediately after the incident. Moreover, the caller accurately described 
Rokuro's attire at the time of the incident. In other words, it was highly likely that the caller had 
witnessed the entire incident. There was no evidence to identify the caller other than the fact 
that the caller's voice sounded like that of a young woman. 


Because of this report, the proximity of a police station to Oyama Park, and the fact that the 
victim was Goro Yasui, who had a great deal of influence in the political and business world, the 
police rushed to the scene immediately after the report, and the park was completely cordoned 
off. 


This cordon was extremely tight, so much so that even when | tried to get Rokuro, who had 
been left behind in the park, into my car, we were easily spotted. 


However, the caller who was thought to have witnessed the incident was not caught in this 
dragnet. However, it was assumed that they had blended in with the large number of people 
who were in the park at the time of the incident and left. 


The murder weapon, a handgun, was recovered from the crime scene by the police. Rokuro's 
fingerprints were all over the gun. The police also found out that Rokuro would inherit a large 
sum of money from his father's death. In addition to these two decisive factors, Rokuro was the 
only one who was with Goro Yasui on the night of the incident, so he was arrested and indicted 
for murder. 


The cause of Goro Yasui's death was two gunshot wounds to the chest. According to the 
testimony of the coroner who performed the autopsy, the bullets had pierced his heart. 


The gun used in the crime was issued to a police officer who was assigned to the Yasui family 
for security detail. It has also been revealed that any resident of the Yasui household would 
have had the opportunity to obtain the gun. 


| firmly believe that Rokuro Yasui is innocent. 


It was true that Rokuro would inherit a sizable fortune upon his father’s death. However, Goro 
Yasui had always intended to leave a larger share of his estate to Rokuro, and he had 
mentioned that he didn’t expect to live much longer anyway. Furthermore, Rokuro was 
financially secure, and Kageno's investigation into his background revealed no signs of financial 
trouble. There was no need for him to kill his own father. 


On the other hand, Shichiro Yasui, being a playboy, had no real job to speak of and squandered 
his days in pleasure, relying on his father's wealth whenever he was in need of money. 


For instance, what if Shichiro knew that his father was planning to leave most of his inheritance 
to Rokuro? 


“... That certainly seems suspicious. In fact, isn't he practically the culprit already?” 
“Well, yes. But...” 
According to Kageno, the police had initially considered Shichiro as a suspect. 


However, it turned out that Shichiro had an alibi. He was quickly removed from the suspect list. 
And what that alibi was remained a mystery. 


So far, Shichiro had not taken the stand. He was scheduled to be called as a witness for the 
defense in the coming days, at which point he would be questioned about his whereabouts at 
the time of the incident. Naturally, Shichiro would present his alibi. If | could break it, a new 
suspect with both motive and opportunity to kill Goro Yasui would emerge. There was no doubt 
that the situation would take a turn for the better. However, if | couldn't break it... as it stood, 
there were no other viable suspects. The chances of winning would be slim... in fact, it would be 
practically hopeless. 


Another troublesome point was that the jury seemed to have the impression that Rokuro Yasui 
was the only one present at the scene of the murder. 


There must have been at least three or four people at the murder scene. Two of them were the 
murdered Goro Yasui and my client, Rokuro Yasui. If Rokuro was innocent, then there must 
have been another true culprit at the scene, and the informant who seemed to have witnessed 
the incident firsthand must have been there as well. Alternatively, the informant could be the 
perpetrator. 


Immediately after the report, the police quickly cordoned off the park. However, no trace of 
Shichiro Yasui, whom | considered the prime suspect, was found in the park. 


Although there were many people in the park at the time of the incident, the police investigation 
revealed that none of them were associated with the Yasui family. On the other hand, it would 
have been impossible for anyone other than someone associated with the Yasui family to have 
had access to the handgun used as the murder weapon. In other words, only Rokuro Yasui, who 
was known to have been at the scene, could have committed the crime. 


No, that couldn't be true. Shichiro had also had access to the handgun. Besides, no matter how 
tight the security, there were always loopholes. Rokuro himself had managed to escape that 
cordon, even if it was with my help. 


Yes, it wasn't impossible to break through that cordon. However, it would be difficult to prove it. 


| needed some kind of stimulant. Something that could prove that there was someone else at 
the scene besides Rokuro. 


"He-he-he..." 
Satsuki let out a rather triumphant giggle. 
"It can't be helped. | guess I'll just have to enlighten you with something I've noticed, J" 


| thought to myself that | couldn't care less about what she had noticed, but knowing this little 
devil, she wouldn't let it go, so | decided to let her speak her mind. 


"Hey, you have the court records, right? Show me." 
"That's too much of a pain, so no." 


"Come on, don't be like that! Don't you know the wise old saying, 'You might as well hang for a 
sheep as a lamb'?" 


“...For once, you're being realistic.” 


She was right. In for a penny, in for a pound, as they also say. | reluctantly took out the 
requested item from the bag | always carried with me. 


"Are you satisfied now?" 


"Yes, this is it. Hey, hey, I've been wondering about this for a while now, but isn't there 
something strange about this testimony?" 


With that, Satsuki pointed to a section of the testimony record. 


‘| see. And what did you see when you arrived at the scene?’ 

‘An elderly man's dead body.’ 

‘Please elaborate on your testimony. What was the condition of the scene?’ 

‘Yes, sir. Upon reaching the second nature trail as instructed, | found an elderly man lying on the 
ground. Approaching him, | noticed a significant amount of blood around his chest area, so | 


immediately contacted headquarters via radio and requested backup.’ 


‘And the scene was a dark forest at night?’ 


‘That's correct. However, there were streetlights, so visibility wasn't an issue.’ 
‘Despite the darkness, you were able to identify the body as Mr. Goro Yasui?' 
‘Did you notice anyone else around when you found the body?’ 

‘Besides the victim, | was alone.’ 

‘Did you notice anything unusual around the crime scene?’ 

‘No, nothing in particular.’ 

‘How long did it take you to call for backup after discovering the body?" 

‘Let me see... about three minutes.’ 


‘That's all. No further questions.’ 


"What's so strange about this?" 
"Who knows? | have no idea." 
Satsuki smirked. She seemed to be testing me, of all people. 


That said, there was nothing particularly suspicious about it. Maybe it was just her being 
mischievous or bluffing... 


"Don't you get it? | guess | have no choice but to tell you. J Look, look here." 
The part Satsuki pointed to. 

At first glance, it was a perfectly ordinary testimony. However... 

"...Oh." 

"Oh? Have you noticed?" 

“... There is certainly one strange thing about it.” 

"| knew it! Now, thank me!" 


"You can drink all the tea you want next time." 


Satsuki pouted, but | couldn't care less. My mind was too busy trying to grasp the meaning of 
this testimony. Why would that “unremarkable” officer give such a testimony? 


As | was lost in thought, 

"Hey, hey, Zenko." 

The little devil spoke again. 

“...What is it?” 

"| just thought, is it even possible for an amateur to shoot a gun and hit the heart accurately?" 
| brought the teacup to my lips. 


| swallowed the words, 'It's no big deal for me, let alone Kageno, to shoot someone in the 
heart’... - along with the tea. 


“...Come to think of it, you’re right.” 

Why hadn't | noticed it before? 

Indeed, it would be difficult for an inexperienced amateur to hit a small target twice in a row 
without any practice. Moreover, it was a dark night when the incident occurred. But wait, the 
police should have noticed that right away. 

Or rather, that was it. The prosecution was working on the assumption that Rokuro was the 
perpetrator. If Rokuro was the culprit, then he could have easily shot his father in the heart since 
his father was walking right next to him... that's what they must have thought. 

However, assuming Rokuro was not the culprit... the real culprit would have had to shoot the 
gun from a location where Rokuro could not see him, at least. And at night, no less. This would 
require a considerable amount of experience... or rather, it would be impossible. 


"I'll have Kageno look into it." 


"But even that eternally sleep-deprived detective, can he really find out if someone has 
experience shooting a gun?" 


“.. That's true.” 


Just then. 


"Who are you calling eternally sleep-deprived?" 

The lousy detective was standing in the doorway with a grumpy look on his face. 

"Who else could it be? Look, you look sleepy even now." 

“...| was born with this face.” 

With that lame excuse, the eternally sleep-deprived detective plopped down on the sofa. 


"It's gotten quite cold, hasn't it? Hey, swindling lawyer. I've brought you some valuable 
information, so the least you could do is offer me a cup of hot tea." 


“... There's tea in the kitchen. Help yourself.” 

"Hmph. Honestly, this law firm has no hospitality whatsoever." 

Grumbling, Kageno went into the kitchen next door. Why was | surrounded by such people? 
When Kageno returned with a teacup in hand, | asked him quickly. 


"Hey, eternally sleep-deprived detective. Can you find out if someone has experience shooting a 
gun?" 


“,..Under one condition.” 

Kageno brushed his hair up irritably. 

"What is it?" 

"Stop calling me ‘eternally sleep-deprived detective’." 


"Fine, fine. What should we call you then? 'Genius Detective Kageno' or 'The Great Kageno, 
Who Can Silence Even a Crying Child’? How about that?" 


It was Satsuki who answered me, 
"I've been thinking this for a while now, but you have no naming sense at all, do you?" 
Kageno nodded in agreement to her words. 


"That's just it. He was born into a family that named their child ‘Zenko Yamashika’. 


"| see. That explains it." 


... hese guys, seriously. But | couldn't afford to upset him now. | decided not to argue any 
further and brought the conversation back on track. 


"So, you can find out if someone has experience shooting a gun?" 
Kageno grinned. 

"Where there's a will, there's a way." 

"_..L don't quite understand, but you can do it?" 


"Yeah, probably. I'll figure something out by tomorrow's court session. And here, this is a little 
souvenir for today." 


With that, Kageno tossed a piece of paper onto the desk. 
"What's this?" 


"The address of a witness | found today while interviewing acquaintances of Goro Yasui. He 
said he would come to court tomorrow, though." 


Chapter 6: Ten People, Ten Different Plots 


November 16th, 9:01 AM, District Court, Courtroom No. 4 


The judge began the session. "We will now commence today's proceedings. Are both sides 
prepared?" 


With no objections from either myself or Prosecutor Horiuchi, the judge nodded and continued. 
"From today, we will hear the testimony from the defense. Counsel Yamashika, please call your 
first witness." 


"Yes, Your Honor. The first witness is Mr. Yoshiro Takano." 


The man who took the stand was an elderly gentleman, the same age as Goro Yasui but with a 
gentle demeanor. He was the witness Kageno had found yesterday. 


In a slightly raspy voice, Takano finished his oath. 


"Now then, Mr. Takano. First, could you please tell us about your relationship with the victim, Mr. 
Goro Yasui?" 


"The deceased and | were classmates in elementary school. We've known each other for nearly 
half a century." 


"Did the victim ever confide in you about his son, the defendant, while he was still alive?" 


"Yes. The deceased and | always shared a drink at least once every two weeks. However, | 
believe those were less like consultations and more like... boasting about his son." 


"When was this?" 

"It was at the beginning of this month... yes, | believe it was around the 4th or 5th." 

"What did he say?" 

"He told me that he had an argument with his son, Mr. Rokuro. He said something along the 
lines of, "Rokuro has become quick to argue back when he thinks I'm wrong. | have my pride 
too, so we ended up arguing, but thinking back, what my son said was correct. It seems like it's 
time for me to step back and let Rokuro handle everything.” 


A faint sigh could be heard from the gallery. Horiuchi seemed flabbergasted. 


"Thank you. | have no further questions." 


"Prosecutor Horiuchi, your cross-examination.' 
Horiuchi stood up with a grimace. 

"| have no questions." 

With that, one point went to our side. 

The real battle began now. 

"Next, | would like to call Officer Ito to the stand once again." 

At my request, the nondescript, unremarkable officer returned to the stand. 

Ito seemed unsure why he was being called again. 

"Now then, Officer Ito. Do you recall your testimony on November 14th?" 

"Yes... | can't say | remember every single word, but | believe | recall the general content." 
"That will suffice." 

| picked up a sheet of paper from the desk. 


"Your Honor, this is the record of Officer Ito's testimony from yesterday. To refresh his memory, | 
would like to request that the judge read this aloud." 


"_..Very well. Please hand me the document." 

The judge cleared his throat and began reading the testimony record aloud. 
"| see. And what did you see when you arrived at the scene?" 

“An elderly man's dead body." 

"Please elaborate on your testimony. What was the condition of the scene?™ 

"Yes, sir. Upon reaching the second nature trail as instructed, | found an elderly man lying on 
the ground. Approaching him, | noticed a significant amount of blood around his chest area, so | 


immediately contacted headquarters via radio and requested backup." 


"And the scene was a dark forest at night?" 


“That's correct. However, there were streetlights, so visibility wasn't an issue." 
"Despite the darkness, you were able to identify the body as Mr. Goro Yasui?" 
"Did you notice anyone else around when you found the body?” 

"Besides the victim, | was alone.” 

"Did you notice anything unusual around the crime scene?™ 

"No, nothing in particular.” 

"How long did it take you to call for backup after discovering the body?” 

“Let me see... about three minutes.” 

"Is that all?" 

"Yes, thank you." 

| thanked the judge and turned back to the witness stand. 


"Now, Officer Ito. | just have one question for you. Why did it take you three minutes to call for 
backup after discovering the body?" 


A flicker of uncertainty crossed Ito's otherwise expressionless face. 
"I-I don't quite understand the meaning of your question..." 


"Officer Ito, you testified that you used your radio to request backup from the station. As a police 
officer, you carry a portable radio as part of your standard equipment, correct?" 


"Y-Yes. | do, but..." 


"If you used that radio, there's no reason for it to take a whole minute to request backup after 
discovering the body, is there?" 


A murmur rippled through the courtroom. 
"N-No. It's true that | carry a radio. However, you might not know this, but radios sometimes 
become unusable depending on the surrounding environment. The crime scene was in the 


middle of a forest. And forests are known to interfere with radio waves." 


"So, you're saying your radio wasn't working at the time?" 


"No, that's not what | meant. What I'm saying is that it's simply difficult to send and receive radio 
waves in a forest, but once you leave the forest, communication is possible." 


"| see. So, you left the scene after discovering the body to use your radio." 


"Then, how long did it take you to leave the scene to contact the station for backup after 
discovering the body?" 


"I-It didn't even take 30 seconds. | left immediately. | knew | had to contact the station as quickly 
as possible." 


"| see, so you left the scene immediately after seeing the body." 
He took the bait. | smiled. 


"Next question. You testified that there was nothing particularly suspicious around the crime 
scene, correct?" 


"Yes, | did." 

"Officer Ito, please choose your words carefully. You just testified that you left the scene 
immediately after finding the body. | doubt you had time to notice anything suspicious around 
the scene, even if there was something. Wouldn't it be more accurate to say, 'l didn't see 
anything because | didn't stay long enough,’ instead of 'there was nothing there'?" 

Silence fell over the courtroom. 

Everyone seemed to focus their attention on Officer Ito, as if suddenly realizing something. 
When no response was forthcoming, | knocked on the desk, urging him to answer. 

"Well, Officer Ito?" 

"W-Well, it's true that | didn't spend much time observing the surroundings..." 

"Well, of course not. You weren't even there for 30 seconds. Next question. This has been 
bothering me, but is it standard procedure for the police to leave a crime scene immediately 


after finding it? Shouldn't you have taken some measures to secure the scene and prevent it 
from being tampered with?" 


"...Well, normally, yes. Usually, when there's a report of a murder or something similar, the first 
to arrive are uniformed officers like myself. We secure the scene, keep out onlookers, and 
preserve any evidence. Then, the forensics team and detectives begin their investigation. 
However, the circumstances were a little different this time. 


As you may have heard, the report we received about this case was very vague. The caller was 
anonymous, and it was difficult to determine whether it was a prank or not. We get a lot of prank 
calls, and it was late at night, so | didn't want to mobilize too many people unnecessarily. That's 
why | was instructed to go to the scene first, confirm if there was actually a body, and then 
request backup." 


"But despite actually finding a body, you left the scene without securing it." 


"T-That's because... there was no one else around, and it was a park late at night, so | didn't 
think anyone would come along. More importantly, | had to leave the scene to use my radio." 


"Hold on a minute. You testified that you left the scene immediately after seeing it. So how could 
you possibly know there was no one else around?" 


Officer Ito stammered, "W-Well, that's...that's true, but..." 
"Moreover, didn't Detective Inaba testify that there were many people in the cordoned-off park?" 


"Generally speaking, your current testimony is nothing more than your personal opinion. Is there 
some law that says people can't go to the park late at night? You are here as a witness who 
swore to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. Please refrain from making 
unnecessary remarks." 

Officer Ito looked towards Horiuchi as if seeking help. However, there was nothing wrong with 
my cross-examination yet. Even the usually reliable Horiuchi remained silent, just observing the 
situation. 


"U... Understood. I'll be careful from now on." 


"| appreciate that. Now, let me ask you again. Why did you leave the scene immediately without 
securing it?" 


"B-But, | told you already, didn't 1? | wanted to call for backup as soon as possible..." 
Ignoring his answer, | moved on to the next question. 


"What was the state of the body?" 


"He was lying on the ground, bleeding from his chest..." 

"What about his body temperature? Was he still warm, or was he already cold?" 
"I-I don't know." 

"And why is that?" 

"W-Well, | didn't touch the body..." 

| slammed my hands on the desk and leaned forward. 


"Hold on a second! You testified that you saw the body, but was he actually dead!? Pupils, 
pulse, anything. Did you touch the victim's body and personally confirm his death!?" 


"W-Well, that's...the victim was bleeding profusely, and he wasn't moving at all, so...and | 
thought the most urgent thing to do was to call for backup..." 


"So you're saying that—" 
| raised my index finger and pointed it at Officer Ito. 


"You didn't even confirm the death or secure the crime scene, and you left immediately, 
correct?" 


"...Ugh..." 
Horiuchi jumped to his feet. 


"Objection! This is an irrelevant question aimed at entrapping the witness! Dr. Eboshi's 
testimony has already established that the victim died instantly!" 


"Your Honor, whether the victim died instantly or not is irrelevant. The defense is simply trying to 
clarify the situation at the time." 


The judge closed his eyes for about three seconds and pondered before saying, 
"Objection overruled. Counsel, you may continue." 
"Thank you, Your Honor." 


The judge was being reasonable. 


| turned to the witness. From our previous exchange, I'd gotten a pretty good idea of how things 
were going to go. 


| was going to pick on him. And Yukina wasn't around to see it. 

"Officer Ito, how long have you been in your current position?" 

"_..It's only been about a year." 

"During that time, have you ever encountered a dead body like this one, alone at night?" 
"...No, | haven't." 

| nodded emphatically several times. 

"| see, | understand. So, to summarize, I'll ask you this again. 

You were walking alone through a dark forest at night when you found a dead body. Terrified 
and panicked, you wanted to get out of there as quickly as possible, so without thinking about 
securing the scene or even confirming if the person was truly dead, you ran away, didn't you?" 
The gallery erupted in murmurs, and Ito's face hardened as he lost his composure. 

"T-That's not true! What kind of evidence do you have for-?" 

"Objection! This is an unfounded attempt to harass the witness!" 

"Objection sustained." 

The judge nodded in agreement with Horii's objection. 

Well, it couldn't be helped. There was no way to prove whether or not this officer had actually 
panicked. However, it was another matter entirely how the jurors would react after seeing this 
man stammering on the witness stand. 

| turned back to the witness and continued. 

"Officer Ito, you testified that you left the scene after discovering the body, correct?" 


"| already answered that multiple times!" he snapped. 


"Very well. By the way, you also testified that it took you about three minutes to call for backup 
after leaving the scene, right?" 


"...1 can't say the exact time, but | believe it was around that long." 

"You can't say the exact time? | see, it seems you were in quite a hurry to leave the crime 
scene. You testified it was about three minutes, but could it have been five minutes, or even 
longer?" 

"T-That's not possible. It only took about three minutes." 

"Did you check your watch at that time? If you did, do you remember what time it was?" 
"N... No, | didn't.” 

"Then what makes you say it was three minutes?" 

"W-Well, | just thought it was about that long..." 

"You just thought? You testified it was about three minutes based on a mere assumption?" 
"Could it have actually been ten minutes?" 

"N-No, that's not possible..." 

"Then can you provide evidence to show that it didn't take ten minutes?" 

Officer Ito shook his head as if giving up. 

"1 can't." 


"So, there's a possibility that, for example, a third party who was at the scene could have 
escaped before the police surrounded the park?" 


"O-Objection! That's a hypothetical question asking the witness to speculate!" 
"I'm afraid | have to sustain that objection." 

The judge ruled, and | shrugged. 

"No further questions." 


"_..No cross-examination." 


Horiuchi glared at me, his face twisted in bitter resentment. Officer Ito left the courtroom looking 
utterly defeated. 


"Wasn't that a bit too much, Mr. Yamashika?" Rokuro asked, sounding somewhat bewildered. 
| had to admit, | wasn't without self-awareness. 

"Now then, | would like to call Detective Inaba to the stand." 

With his usual stern expression, Detective Inaba took the stand for the fourth time in this trial. 
| had shown that there was room for a third party to be involved. Now all that remained was to 
drag Shichiro Yasui to court, but before that, there was one more thing | wanted to ask this 


detective. 


| had spoken with the late Goro Yasui only once before the incident. From that conversation, | 
was certain that the prosecution had their hands on that piece of evidence. 


"Detective Inaba, you searched the area around the crime scene, correct?" 
"Yes, | did." 


"Besides the crime scene itself, were there any other locations where you conducted a search 
or seized evidence?" 


"Of course. We investigated all the locations that were deemed relevant to this case." 
"And that includes the victim's room?" 

"Yes." 

| decided to light the fuse on the bomb right away. 


"Now, among the items you seized from those locations, was there anything that Prosecutor 
Horiuchi specifically instructed you not to bring to court as evidence?" 


| didn't miss the way Inaba's face stiffened slightly. And it wasn't just Inaba. Horiuchi shot to his 
feet. 


"O-Objection, Your Honor! This is a clearly irrelevant and inappropriate question that goes 
beyond the scope of the examination!" 


A fierce objection. However, it only served as proof that my suspicions were hitting their mark. 


The judge, glancing at the suddenly flustered Horiuchi with a curious look, asked, "Counsel, any 
rebuttal?" 


"No, Your Honor. | would like to rephrase my question in accordance with Prosecutor Horiuchi's 
wishes." 


"Very well, please proceed." 

"Detective Inaba, you searched the victim's room, correct?" 

"Yes, that's right." 

"And you confiscated various items as evidence?" 

"Yes." 

"The victim was quite elderly, wasn't he?" 

"Yes." 

"Detective Inaba, you confiscated a will handwritten by the victim, didn't you?" 
Horiuchi jumped to his feet again. 


"Objection! Objection! This is a baseless question from the defense counsel, and the witness is 
not obligated to answer!" 


"Objection overruled. The defense has the right to inquire about the evidence seized by the 
prosecution." 


The judge made his ruling with an intrigued look on his face. 
| bowed to the judge and turned back to Detective Inaba. 


"Detective Inaba, please answer with a yes or no. Was there a will among the evidence you 
seized?" 


"...Yes, there was." 
As if adam had burst, murmurs erupted from the gallery. 


The murmurs didn't die down until the judge had struck his gavel three times. 


‘See, Your Honor? Now you all know what kind of dirty tricks that damn shorty prosecutor has 
been pulling behind the scenes, right? Don't just sit there, order him to submit the will 
immediately!" 


| desperately wanted to say those words, letting myself get swept up in the excitement of the 
courtroom. But | held myself back. 


"However, | must say this." 
Detective Inaba spoke again once the courtroom fell silent. 


"That will was found discarded in a trash can in the victim's room. | can't readily say whether it 
can be considered a valid will." 


"It was something the victim wrote about what should happen after his death, correct?" 
"Yes." 

"Did you conduct a handwriting analysis?" 

"Yes, and it was confirmed to be the victim's handwriting." 

"Was there a signature, a seal, and a date?" 

"Yes, there were." 

"What was the date?" 

"November 8th." 

"What was the will written with? Was it something that could be easily erased, like a pencil?" 
"No, it was written in permanent ink." 

"Can you prove who threw it in the trash can?" 

"N-No." 

"| see. Then it fully possesses the validity of a will. Even if it isn't recognized as a will, if it's 
something the victim wrote contemplating what should happen after his death, it should be more 


than sufficient to be presented as evidence in this court." 


| turned to the judge. 


"Your Honor, as you have just heard, it has come to light that there was a crucial piece of 
evidence among the items seized by the prosecution: the victim's will. 


Of course, the defense would never dream of suggesting that the brilliant Prosecutor Horiuchi 
would intentionally attempt to conceal evidence. 


However, in light of the current situation and the fact that this is the will of the deceased, the 
defense believes we have the right to have the will submitted to the court immediately as 
evidence." 

"O-Objection! The right to choose which items to submit as evidence lies with the prosecution!" 


The incorrigible Horiuchi shouted in a frenzy. | retorted without missing a beat. 


"Prosecutor Horiuchi, have you forgotten that the defense also has the right to request any item 
as evidence if necessary?" 


"Gah..." 
Horiuchi was speechless. 


"The defendant's request is deemed legitimate and fair. The prosecution is to submit the 
evidence immediately." 


"W-Well, uh..." 

Horiuchi seemed to want to raise another objection, opening and closing his mouth like a 
goldfish. However, no meaningful words came from his vocal cords. His face was turning pale 
enough for anyone to see. 

"Y-Your Honor, unfortunately, | don't have the evidence on hand at the moment." 

The judge's reply was curt. 

"Then have someone fetch it." 


"The defense proposes a recess while the prosecution prepares the will." 


Horiuchi opened and closed his mouth a couple more times, but then, as if giving up, he sat 
down with a thud, saying, "Very well." 


"Granted. We will take a 30-minute recess. That should be sufficient. The prosecution is to have 
the evidence ready by then." 


As the judge struck his gavel once, the courtroom was instantly filled with chatter. 
"Mr. Yamashika, what about that will...?" 
Rokuro leaned forward curiously, which was unusual for him. 


"Who knows. | haven't actually seen it, so | don't know the contents. But well, I'm sure it's 
evidence that will work in our favor." 


After all, Horiuchi had been so desperately opposed to it. 

Thirty minutes later. 

"Detective Inaba, do you have the will ready?" 

The judge asked. The question kind of sounded weird when you think about it. 
"Yes, it is." 

"Then please read the will aloud." 

With an impassive face, Detective Inaba unfolded the will. 


1, Goro Yasui, bequeath three-quarters of all my assets to my eldest son, Rokuro. The 
remaining quarter is to be given to my second son, Shichiro.’ ... The rest is just the date and 
signature." 


Silence descended upon the courtroom. 


| intentionally remained silent to give everyone time to process the meaning of the words in the 
will. 


After a pause of about ten seconds, | resumed my questioning. 


"Detective Inaba, doesn't this mean that the defendant, Rokuro Yasui, was in a position to inherit 
most of his father's estate even without going through the trouble of killing him? Am | wrong?" 


"H-Hold on, objection! It hasn't been officially recognized as a will yet! That question is asking 
the witness to speculate based on an assumption!" 


| immediately retorted. 


"Prosecutor Horiuchi, the fact that the deceased wrote this will has been made clear by the 
handwriting analysis you conducted. And with the signature, seal, and date, doesn't it sufficiently 
fulfill the conditions of a holographic will?" 

"E-Even so, it doesn't change the fact that it's a question asking the witness to speculate!" 
"_..Indeed. Objection sustained. The witness is not obligated to answer the question." 

Oh well. 

But my speculation had undoubtedly been planted in the minds of the jury. 

"This concludes my questioning of Detective Inaba." 

"No cross-examination." 

As Horiuchi and | spoke in turn, the judge nodded. 

"The witness may step down. Please call the next witness." 

The stage was set. 

"The next witness is Shichiro Yasui!" 

The time had come — Shichiro, who had been sitting in the front row of the gallery, momentarily 
wore a tense expression. He had been thoroughly defeated by me once before. It was only 
natural for him to be wary. 


Still, perhaps to project an air of composure, he took the stand with a faint smile. 


Just as Shichiro finished his oath and | was about to begin my questioning, a man sitting in the 
gallery suddenly stood up. It was the man who had been sitting next to Shichiro. 


"Your Honor, may | have a word?" 
It was a familiar voice... from the phone. 
"What is it?" 


"My name is Miyasato, and I'm an attorney. Please note that | am Shichiro Yasui's legal 
representative. As his lawyer, | do not intend to let him give any disadvantageous testimony." 


That's when it hit me. This was the man | had spoken to when | was getting information about 
Mai Ayasaki's hush money. He had said he was the Yasui family's consulting lawyer, but | never 
imagined he would brazenly show up here. 

The judge's expression turned sour, as if he were thinking, 'Great, another nuisance.’ However, 
he added in a manner befitting a judge, "If you raise an objection, this court promises to give it 
due consideration." 

"Thank you. Please, proceed." 

Miyasato nodded in satisfaction and waved at me as if to say, "Your turn.’ 


| didn't like this development one bit. 


"Your Honor, | did not anticipate the appearance of such a lawyer. Therefore, | would like to 
postpone the questioning of this witness for now and call a different person to the stand." 


"Oh? And who might that be?" 
"Attorney Miyasato." 
Miyasato flinched. His face clearly said, 'Why me?' Too bad. 


"Hmm, well, | see no reason to overrule that. Attorney Miyasato, would you please take the 
stand?" 


"Y-Yes." 


Time to have some fun. As Miyasato took the stand in Shichiro's place, | immediately began my 
interrogation. 


"You are an attorney employed by the Yasui family, correct?" 

"Yes." 

"So, you are currently acting as Mr. Shichiro Yasui's attorney?" 

"That's right." 

"Then why aren't you representing Mr. Rokuro, the defendant in this case?" 


"... That would be Mr. Rokuro's decision. | haven't received any consultation from him." 


"He entrusted me with his defense without consulting you, the Yasui family's retained lawyer. 
Moreover, | haven't received any advice or assistance from you in preparing Mr. Rokuro's 
defense. Am | correct?" 

"Y-Your Honor. Isn't this question completely irrelevant to the case?" 

Miyasato appealed to the judge, not to me. Horiuchi immediately stood up to support him. 
"That's right, Your Honor. The prosecution objects for the same reason." 


Two against one. But | persisted. 


"Your Honor, I'm merely trying to establish that this witness is biased towards Shichiro Yasui, 
meaning he is hostile towards the defendant." 


"Objection overruled. The witness shall answer the question." 

| mentally gave the judge a high five. Miyasato reluctantly replied, 

"...It's true that | didn't take any action since Mr. Rokuro never consulted me." 

"You didn't even consider representing him of your own accord?" 

"...L believe | have already answered that question." 

"Very well. | have no further questions." 

Since Horiuchi didn't cross-examine, Miyasato stepped down with a visibly sour face. 
"Now then, | would like to ask Mr. Shichiro Yasui to take the stand once more." 


Shichiro glared at me as he approached the witness stand, his expression screaming, 'What a 
pain in the neck.’ 


"This witness has been sworn in. Please proceed with your questioning." 
"Yes, Your Honor. Mr. Shichiro, please answer my questions." 
Time to play. 


"Were you aware that the security guard, Yujiro Haneyama, would relinquish his handgun at a 
fixed time every day to use the bath?" 


"No, | wasn't." 


"But you were aware that Mr. Haneyama always took a bath at the same time, weren't you?" 
"No, | wasn't." 


"Were you aware that your father and brother went for a walk in the nearby park every 
evening?" 


"No, | wasn't." 


"Were you aware that your father intended to leave a larger portion of his inheritance to your 
brother than to you?" 


"No, | wasn't." 


"You've been repeating the same denial like a broken record. Is it because your lawyer 
instructed you to do so?" 


"Objection! That's an irrelevant question!" 
Miyasato interjected. 
"Objection sustained." 


Damn it. Horiuchi was annoying enough on his own, and now this random lawyer was joining 
the fray. 


Still, no matter how much he denied it, with this much circumstantial evidence presented, 
anyone would suspect Shichiro. 


Shichiro, who had been so confident earlier, now sat awkwardly, fidgeting in his seat. It was 
probably due to the suspicious gazes directed at him from every corner of the courtroom. 


| picked up the report Kageno had brought me and fired off my next question. 
"Now then, moving on. You've been on several trips abroad, haven't you?" 
"..Yes, | have." 

"Mainly to the United States, correct?" 

"What about it?" 


"Are you familiar with something called a 'shooting tour'?" 


A murmur rippled through the courtroom. 
"...No." 


"It's a tour where you can experience live-fire shooting in the United States. You don't recall 
participating in such a tour?" 


"W-Well, | rarely go on organized tours. | don't remember joining anything like that." 


"However, you signed a waiver at a shooting range in Las Vegas, a document outlining the 
terms of liability in case of an accident, using your real name, didn't you?" 


| took out a piece of paper and waved it ostentatiously. 

For the first time, Shichiro's expression changed. 

"O-Objection! This should be irrelevant to the case!" 

Miyasato stood up, raising his hand. 

"No, | don't believe so." 

The judge shook his head. 

"Based on the testimony we've heard so far, we cannot definitively say that this witness was not 
involved in the case. Moreover, this incident involved a handgun. The witness should answer 
the question to prove his innocence. Of course, if the witness believes that answering this 
question would incriminate him, he is free to refuse." 

The judge said those surprisingly cunning words. 

Shichiro fidgeted again, but after glancing at the paper in my hand, he said, 

"Well, I'm a man, after all. It's not unusual to want to try shooting a gun." 

"That's not an answer. You have shot a gun at a shooting range, haven't you?" 

"Y-Yes, | have!" 


"That's all | needed to hear." 


Incidentally, the paper in my hand actually read, "Groceries as cheap as 30 cents!" in Japanese, 
a complete bluff. 


Apparently, at shooting ranges in the United States and other countries, you need to sign a 
waiver stating that the management is not responsible for any accidents. 


| don't know how he did it, but Kageno had managed to find out that Shichiro had signed such a 
document at a shooting range in Las Vegas. Of course, he couldn't obtain the actual document, 
but we figured that if | waved around a convincing-looking piece of paper in front of him, 
Shichiro wouldn't be able to deny it. 


Now, all the groundwork was laid. 


All that was left was to ask this man one thing: his alibi for the time of the incident. And | had to 
break that alibi. 


"Then, just one last question. Mr. Shichiro Yasui, where were you and what were you doing 
around 11 PM on November 11th, the night of the incident?" 


But Shichiro regained his composure and answered. 


"| was with a certain lady at that time. As for what | was doing with a woman in the middle of the 
night... that's not something | can disclose here." 


Sniggers escaped from the gallery. 


"Please answer the question. Where were you? Don't tell me you were at Oyama Park, were 
you?" 


"| refuse to answer." 

"Why not?" 

Shichiro suddenly shouted as if exasperated. 

"That's a private matter! | don't have to testify about such things!" 

"Who is this woman?" 

"Same goes for that! | won't answer!" 

This was getting us nowhere. 

"Your Honor! The defense requests that the woman in question be summoned to this court!" 


"Objection!" 


Horiuchi interjected without missing a beat. 

"While | acknowledge that this witness was in a position to inherit the deceased's assets, simply 
knowing the witness has a relationship with this woman does not warrant summoning her to 
court! It is clear that the defense is attempting to disrupt these proceedings by summoning a 
witness entirely unrelated to the case!" 

Shichiro chimed in, echoing Horiuchi's words. 

"Besides, she hasn't been feeling well lately. It would be unreasonable to summon her as a 
witness in her condition. Even if you demand her whereabouts, | refuse to disclose it. I'd rather 
be charged with contempt of court than reveal her address and drag a sick woman into this." 
"What kind of illness does she have?" 

When | asked, Shichiro turned to the judge as if pleading for help. 

"Your Honor, do | really have to disclose the personal details of the woman I'm seeing?" 


"No, you are not obligated to answer if it's not relevant to the case." 


It was Miyasato, the lawyer, who answered. The judge, seemingly annoyed at being interrupted, 
added, 


"Well, he's right. However, Prosecutor Horiuchi, wouldn't it be quicker to summon the witness 
and clear up the defense's doubts?" 


"Your Honor, with all due respect, it is clear that Counsel Yamashika is well-versed in the tactic 
of disrupting court proceedings by questioning irrelevant witnesses about hard to check alibis. 
Therefore, the prosecution has already spoken to the woman in question and obtained this." 


With that, Horiuchi approached the judge, holding a piece of paper. 

One of these days, I'm suing this shorty prosecutor for defamation. 

"This is the written testimony, signed by the woman in question, that | personally witnessed. 
According to this document, she was at home with Mr. Shichiro on the night of the incident. 

Moreover, she is currently unwell due to a cold. When | met with her, she was suffering from 
nausea, headaches, and a sore throat. Considering her burden, | believe it would be 


inappropriate to summon her as a witness." 


The judge glanced over the document and then had the court clerk hand it to me. 


That's when | finally learned the details of the woman who would corroborate Shichiro Yasui's 
alibi. 

The document basically read, "| attest to the alibi of Shichiro Yasui, a sinister, arrogant, and 
thoughtless young man." The signature belonged to someone named Chizuru Akamine. | had 
never heard the name before. Her address and phone number were also listed. 

Horiuchi continued with his tedious speech. 

"According to Article 321, Paragraph 2 of the Japanese Code of Criminal Procedure, a written 
statement taken in the presence of a public prosecutor may serve as evidence if the person who 
gave the statement is unable to appear in court due to physical impairment or other reasons. 
Of course, if it's just a cold, she could be summoned as a witness at a later date. And we, the 
prosecution, have no right to stop the defense from summoning any witness they choose. 
However, this is a preliminary hearing, not a public trial, and since she is currently bedridden, it 
would be inappropriate to summon her to court. If you insist on questioning her, we can 


conclude this preliminary hearing and summon her again at a later date during the public trial." 


In other words, he was saying, ‘If you want to question that woman, you'd better admit defeat in 
this preliminary hearing, you deceitful lawyer.' | decided to probe him a little. 


"Prosecutor Horiuchi, why are you so opposed to having this woman summoned? Is there 
something you're trying to hide?" 


But Horiuchi didn't flinch. Instead, he shrugged his shoulders and said with ample composure, 
"Don't be ridiculous. | simply anticipated your tactics and made the best preparations to avoid 
unnecessary complications. After all, it's not like we haven't faced each other in court numerous 
times, Counsel Yamashika." 

"And lost every single time." 

A chuckle rippled through the gallery, and Horiuchi's face flushed red. 

But that was all. He quickly regained his composure and declared, 

"Be that as it may, the prosecution objects to the summoning of the woman in question." 


"| find the prosecution's opinion to be valid." 


To make matters worse, the judge sided with him. 


"Given that a written testimony has been submitted, | see no need to unnecessarily summon a 
bedridden woman to this preliminary hearing. However, if the defense can prove that she is an 
indispensable witness to this trial, then of course, we will issue a Summons." 


| clicked my tongue in frustration. 
There was no such proof. That's why | was asking to question her in the first place! 


If there was one thing that put the defense at a disadvantage in a preliminary hearing, it was 
undoubtedly this. 


The purpose of a preliminary hearing was merely to present evidence that supported the 
assumption that the defendant had committed the crime. In other words, unless it was deeply 
relevant to the case, it couldn't be brought into the hearing. Once the case went to trial — a 
public trial — the prosecution would have to prove the defendant's guilt beyond a reasonable 
doubt. Therefore, the defense would have ample opportunity to prove the possibility of the crime 
being committed by a third party other than the defendant. 


However, this was a preliminary hearing, and a signed written testimony was considered 
sufficient evidence. As such, there was no choice but to back down for now. 


November 16th, 12:00 PM, Defense Counsel Room 


As soon as we returned to the counsel room, Satsuki jabbed a finger at me. 

"What was that? You got completely played!" 

Even Kageno chimed in, 

"What are you going to do, Yamashika? It's impossible to break that bastard's alibi like this." 

| sank into one of the flimsy, weak-looking folding chairs in the room. 

"Shut up, both of you. It's not like there are no other options." 

"Oh yeah? Then what are you going to do?" 

"Time for some shock therapy. We know the woman's name, address, and phone number. I'm 
going to go meet her myself, regardless of what the judge says. Then, I'll find evidence that links 
her to this case and drag her into court, whether they like it or not." 


"Mr. Yamashika, are you sure it's okay to do that without the judge's permission?" 


Rokuro asked. 


"It's fine. In a public trial, it might be a problem, but in a preliminary hearing, | can summon a 
new witness without prior notice. As long as | can show a connection to this case, that is." 


"Don't be so naive, Yamashika. | bet you anything, it won't work." 

Kageno said. ...Being ridiculed by this guy pissed me off for some reason. 
"And why's that, you lousy detective?" 

"Try calling that number. | bet you no one will answer." 

Satsuki clapped her hands together. 


"Ah, he's right. They probably used that ‘testimony’ thing to throw us off her trail, so she wouldn't 
have to talk to us. | bet if we go to the address they gave us, no one will be there." 


| sucked in a breath. 
"..You don't think..." 
They actually had a point. 


Trying to stay calm, | took out my phone and dialed the number Horiuchi had given me for 
Akamine. 


It seemed to be a working number, because | heard a ringing tone. Five rings, ten rings, fifteen 
rings... 


A heavy silence fell over the room. 


"Yamashika, | know you're desperate, but after thirty rings with no answer, it's pretty clear it's a 
dead end." 


"Damn it!" 

| swore under my breath and hung up. 

"Hey, Kageno, we have her name and address. Can't you track her down somehow?" 
Kageno shrugged. 


"| could, given enough time. But without knowing what she looks like, it's impossible to do ina 
day or two." 


"That's too late! We only have two days until the preliminary hearing concludes!" 

"Tell me something | don't know. | can't pull miracles out of thin air." 

But then, as if he'd suddenly remembered something, Kageno said, 

"Actually, if we knew her mobile phone number, there might be something | could do." 
"As if we have that..." 

Even the information Horiuchi had given us didn't include that. 


"Kageno, since we have her address, couldn't you try to obtain her mobile phone number from 
that?" 


Rokuro suggested. 


"You mean ask the phone company for her customer information? | do have some connections, 
but without even knowing the type of phone she uses, it's impossible." 


"| see..." 

... This was bad. We were completely stuck. 

If we couldn't get Chizuru Akamine into court, our plan to expose Shichiro Yasui as the real 
culprit by breaking his alibi would fall apart completely. And if that happened, the only suspect 
would be Rokuro Yasui, the only one who was at the crime scene. 

"Hu-hu-huh..." 


A certain little brat was standing there with her hands on her hips, smirking triumphantly. 


"How pathetic! Three grown men, scratching their heads and getting nowhere! | guess it's time 
for me to step in!" 


She declared with an air of absolute confidence. 


Normally, | would have just laughed it off. Experience had taught me that whenever this kid got 
cocky about something, it never ended well. 


But right now, we were desperate. Clutching at straws, | asked, 


"Satsuki, do you really have a better idea?" 


"Here's what we're going to do: I'm going to use my feminine charms to get that sleazy Shichiro 
Yasui guy to tell me her number!" 


Needless to say, silence descended upon us once more. 

"Satsuki... even if it's my brother we're talking about, that's a bit of a stretch, don't you think...?" 
"Why not? Most guys would do anything if | just act a little interested!" 

Once again, silence descended upon us. 


However, there was one person who didn't seem to find Satsuki's proposal completely absurd: 
Kageno. 


"Getting the information from him directly... that might not be a bad idea." 
"Hey, hey, are you serious, Kageno? If it were that easy, we wouldn't be in this mess..." 
"That's why I'm saying I'll get the information!" 


| decided the best way to silence Satsuki was with my tried and true method — a swift knuckle 
to the head. A satisfying *thud* echoed, a feeling you just can't get from hitting a desk. 


Rubbing her head, the recipient of my knuckle sandwich protested, "H-Hey, that hurts! What 
was that for?! I'm offering to help!" 


"You'd be more helpful if you were quiet." 

Without another word, | brought my knuckles down on her head again. Another solid *thud*. 
"...Can we continue now?" 

The exasperated voice belonged to our hapless detective. 

"Do you actually have a plan?" 

"One. But I'm telling you now, it's—" 


He grinned. 


"—Practically a con, got it?" 
Whenever he made that face, | knew someone was about to deeply regret their life choices. 


November 16th, 1:30 PM, District Court, Courtroom No. 4 


"Now then, let us resume this trial. Defense, who will you be calling to the stand next?" 

"About that..." 

At that moment, the courtroom doors swung open, and in walked our stoic, hapless detective. 
Ignoring the murmurs rippling through the gallery, he approached the railing separating the 
spectators from the courtroom floor, just as we had discussed. Pretending to notice him for the 
first time, | approached the railing as well, accepting a folded piece of paper from Kageno. 

As all eyes in the courtroom turned to me, | silently read the note. It said: 

‘Screw you.' 


If Rokuro, seated beside me, was paying attention, he'd have noticed the slight twitch in my 
cheek. That socially inept, good-for-nothing detective — couldn't he have written something, 
anything, slightly more professional? 


Maintaining my composure, | plastered on my best 'I've just discovered a bombshell revelation!" 
face. 


"Well, Counsel Yamashika? What is it?" 


"Your Honor, the defense has just discovered the whereabouts of a crucial witness in this case. 
We request an adjournment until tomorrow." 


"Hmm, is that so?" 
The judge stroked his chin thoughtfully. Meanwhile, Prosecutor Horiuchi practically quivered with 
anticipation like a stray dog that had just spotted a steak. | could practically see him opening his 


mouth to object. 


"And who might this important witness be?" 


"Unfortunately, | cannot disclose that information at this time. However, | can assure the court 
that this witness is of paramount importance to the case." 


Sometimes, even I'm surprised by how smoothly | can lie. At this rate, they'll be calling me 
‘Bluffing Lawyer’ before | know it. 


Horiuchi finally stood. "Objection! The defense is clearly attempting to stall these proceedings! 
We cannot allow such a flimsy excuse for an adjournment!" 


But the judge shook his head. "Objection overruled. As the defense claims this witness is 
crucial, this court will allow the delay. However, this will be the only continuance granted. No 
further delays of this nature will be tolerated. Understood, counsel?" 


"Perfectly. Thank you, Your Honor." 


"Very well. This court is adjourned for the day. We will reconvene tomorrow at 9:00 AM in this 
courtroom." 


With that, the judge issued his usual instructions to the jury before bringing down his gavel, 
signaling the end of today's proceedings. A murmur went through the gallery. 


| told Rokuro to head back without us, then approached Kageno. Keeping my voice low enough 
for Shichiro Yasui, seated nearby, to overhear, | asked, "Did you really find her? Akamine, | 
mean?" 

"Yeah. | called the phone company, got ‘em to cough up Yasui's call history." 

"Idiot, keep your voice down! He'll hear you!" 

Shichiro stiffened, his every movement radiating "spoiled rich kid who's never worked an honest 
day in his life." As if a phone company would just hand over someone's call history to anyone 
who asks. 


| continued the performance, pretending Shichiro wasn't even there. "Did you get an address?" 


"Nah, not an address. But | found out she's been going to a place called '‘Kashimaya Hospital’ 
recently." 


Kashimaya Hospital... It's probably a perfectly normal name, but the utter lack of creativity was 
almost painful. Suppressing a grimace, | said, "Alright, then that's our first lead. Let's go." 


We turned to leave the courtroom, but Shichiro was already out the door, practically running. 


By the time we reached the hallway, he had his phone out, frantically trying to dial a number. 
Though | suppose courtroom rules about cell phone usage don't apply to the likes of him. 


But his phone wouldn't connect. He hadn't noticed the pint-sized demon child who'd been 
trailing him, clutching what looked like a remote control. 


A signal jammer. Basically, a gadget that forces cell phones "out of range." According to 
Kageno, they were as easy to get as arcade prizes these days. 


After several more futile attempts to get a signal, Shichiro gave up with a frustrated growl and 
shoved the phone back into his pocket. Then, as we watched from around the corner, he stalked 
towards the payphone on the wall. 

"Hey, Kageno, you sure you can see from here?" 

"Shut it, I'm trying to concentrate." 

Kageno squinted. He was focused on Shichiro's hands as he punched in the number. We were 
at least ten meters away; even with my decent eyesight, | couldn't make out a thing. But Kageno 
seemed to be doing just fine. 

Shichiro barked something into the receiver, his tone frantic at first. But whatever the person on 
the other end said seemed to calm him down, because he hung up and swore. "That lying con 
artist! What hospital? She's not there! He's probably sending me on a wild goose chase!" 


"Did it work? Did it work?" 


Satsuki, having finished her signal-jamming duties, skipped back over. You know, part of me 
wondered if she even needed that device. Maybe she just emitted interference waves naturally... 


Kageno confirmed that yes, their little plan had worked. Satsuki puffed up her nonexistent chest. 
"See? Told ya!" 


"But Kageno, even if you have her number, how are you going to find her location?" 
"Simple." 
He took out his own phone and started dialing. 


What he said next nearly made my jaw drop. "Hello? Yes, this is the post office. Is this Ms. 
Akamine?" 


His voice was completely different now — subdued, polite, almost meek. And the sheer audacity 
of claiming to be the post office... Kageno never missed an opportunity to remind me why he 
was such a difficult person to like. 

His performance continued. "Excuse me, but we have a package addressed to you, however, 


due to our oversight, the delivery address section has been smudged out... Yes, that's right. So, 
could you please tell me your address? The sender? Yes, let's see, it says Mr. Shichiro... Yasui. 


The contents are simply marked as ‘valuable items’. 


For a while, all | heard was Kageno saying "Yes, yes," scribbling something down in a notebook. 
Then, 


"Excellent. We'll dispatch someone with your package shortly." 

And with that, he was back to his usual gruff self. "Come on, let's go." 
He started walking as if nothing had happened. 

Neither Satsuki nor | spoke a word. 


November 16th, 2:04 PM, An Apartment Building in the Suburbs 


Our target, Chizuru Akamine, was laying low in a three-story walk-up in the suburbs. A decent 
enough hideout, | suppose. No security systems to speak of, so we reached her door without 
any trouble. 

"Now all we need is to find some evidence linking her to the case..." 


Kageno shrugged. "We already did." 


"Don't worry, | have a hunch about one thing. If my plan works out, finding that evidence will be 
a piece of cake." 


"Huh, really? You've lost me." 

To be honest, | had no clue what he was talking about either. 
But we'd come too far to turn back now. 

"Alright, let's go." 

| pressed the intercom button next to the front door. 


"Yes, who is it?" a young woman's voice answered. 


| was about to instinctively blurt out, "Lawyer," but Kageno shouted in a frantic whisper, "Post 
office! Tell her you're from the post office!" 


"D-Delivery from the post office. We have a package for you." 

"Oh, okay, one moment!" 

"What's wrong, Zenko? Why the long face? It's going well, isn't it?" 
"...Y-Yeah, sure..." 


Satsuki's words were no comfort to my crumbling pride. My integrity as a lawyer, a defender of 
justice, was disintegrating. | may have bluffed before, but I'd never outright lied... 


Lost in my own world of self-pity, | almost didn't notice the door creaking open. 
The woman who emerged could be considered attractive, but in a way completely opposite to 


someone like Yukina. There was no sense of innocence or grace about her. This was Chizuru 
Akamine, the woman who supposedly held the key to Rokuro Yasui's alibi. 


Her eyes widened in alarm as she noticed us, who in no way resembled postal workers, and 
she quickly tried to slam the door shut, but like a seasoned salesman, | swiftly wedged my foot 
in the doorway. 

"W-What do you want?!" 

"Me? I'm a lawyer. Rokuro Yasui's lawyer, to be precise. Does that ring a bell?" 

Her face contorted in shock. | appreciated the straightforward reaction. 

"Get your foot out of my door! I'm calling the police!" 

"Be my guest. Not like it'll do you any good." 

"So what do you want?!" 


| reached into my inner pocket and pulled out a single sheet of paper, shoving it into her hand. 


"Just came here to give you a little present." 


"What is this...?" 
"Just read it." 


Akamine silently read through the paper, but within a few seconds, her expression changed, and 
she glared at me. 


"A... Summons with a penalty clause...!?" 


"Bingo. You have to show up in court tomorrow at nine o'clock sharp. Otherwise, you'll 
automatically be branded a criminal, got it?" 


Akamine seemed dumbfounded for a moment, but then she puffed out her chest and declared, 
"That's not going to happen! Mr. Miyasato explained everything to me! I'm ill! | already told the 
prosecutor everything and even submitted a written testimony! I'm not going to court just 
because you hand me some paper!" 


Damn it, she's calling our bluff. She was right. It would be incredibly difficult to drag her to court 
now. 


If only we could prove she was directly involved in the incident... 


Suddenly, Kageno stepped forward and whispered something to Akamine, too low for me to 
hear. 


The color instantly drained from Akamine's face. 
"H-How did you know that...?" 
Kageno chuckled and pulled something out of his pocket. A tape recorder. 


"Don't blame me, but | recorded our little conversation. You're coming to court tomorrow. If you 
don't, you'll be held in contempt, understand?" 


Akamine remained silent, her head hung low. Kageno simply turned on his heel and said, "Let's 
go." 


| tiited my head, confused, but Kageno's unwavering confidence convinced me to follow his 
lead. 


What had she said to Akamine? 


Kageno finally revealed his hand on our way back to the office. 


November 16th, 8:12 PM, Yamashika Law Office 


"...'m starving," | mumbled, sinking deeper into the sofa. 

| was alone in the office. The TV, tuned to some food channel, was showcasing a special on 
ramen. Even though | knew it wouldn't be as good as it looked, seeing those steaming bowls of 
noodles at a time like this was pure torture. 


Yukina was late. 


She usually returned by eight, but it was already past. | tried to ignore the gnawing anxiety in my 
gut. Should | call Rokuro? 


My stomach chose that moment to growl loudly, betraying my attempt to maintain composure. 


Unable to shake off the unsettling thoughts swirling in my mind, | grabbed my car keys and 
stood up. 


Just then, the front door opened, and Yukina walked in. Relief washed over me. 
"Oh, Yukina! You're late--" 


My words died in my throat as | noticed her unusual demeanor. Her head was downcast, her 
face hidden from my view. 


My feet moved on their own accord. | reached her side, gently grabbing her shoulders and 
turning her to face me. 


"Hey, what's wrong? Did something happen?" 

Yukina finally lifted her head, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. 

"W-What's this? Why are you crying?" 

"M... Mr. Zenko..." 

Yukina had been working at the Yasui residence. At that lecherous bastard, Shichiro's, house. 
A wave of nausea washed over me as the worst possible scenarios flooded my mind. 


"Don't tell me... that rotten scoundrel... did he do something to you?!" 


Yukina slowly nodded. 
My blood ran cold. 
"That bastard! I'll kill him!" 


My lawyer's license could go to hell for all | cared! | was going to rip Shichiro limb from limb. 
Even rearranging his face wouldn't be enough to quell the fury coursing through me. 


As | stormed towards the door, Yukina grabbed my arm, stopping me in my tracks. 
"Let go of me, Yukina! Nobody lays a finger on you and gets away with it!" 

"M-Mr. Zenko, wait! I-It's okay! I'm alright!" 

Her grip on my arm suddenly loosened. 

"It... It didn't go that far..." 


Even an attempt was more than enough to deserve a death sentence, | thought, but before | 
could voice my thoughts, Yukina continued. 


"I'm okay, Mr. Zenko. He just... came on to me, that's all. But... | slapped him across the face 
and ran out..." 


"What... did you say?" 

At those words, my mind finally began to calm down, just a little. 

"You slapped him? You slapped Shichiro when he came on to you...?" 
She nodded, her gaze dropping back to the floor. 


"I-I'm so sorry, Mr. Zenko. | can't work there anymore... | really wanted to help you, but | messed 
everything up..." she sobbed, fresh tears streaming down her face. 


| let out a long, shaky breath. 


She was crying because she'd lost her job. The all-consuming rage I'd felt just moments ago 
evaporated, replaced by a wave of relief. 


"Oh, that's all? Don't worry about it, Yukina. As long as you're safe, | don't care about anything 
else, never mind that stupid infiltration investigation." 


"But... but... | thought | could finally be of use to you, Mr. Zenko..." 
Just then, my stomach growled loudly. Yukina looked at me in surprise. 
| tried to hide my inner turmoil and forced a serious expression onto my face. 


"Yukina, there's no need for you to do any investigating. Even without you doing something like 
that, you're already much more helpful to me than someone like Kageno." 


"... Really?" 


"Really. For example, there are plenty of people who could replace Kageno. There are private 
detectives all over the place. But Yukina, there's only one of you..." 


*Grrrumble.* 
Just as | was about to make a statement, my stomach growled again. And quite loudly this time. 


There was no hiding it this time. At first, Yukina was stunned, but then she started giggling. | 
tried to put on a serious face — and failed miserably. 


"Looks like the only one who can save me from starving to death is you, Yukina." 
"Alright, I'll go make something to eat right away." 

Yukina wiped away her tears and finally managed a smile. 

Watching Yukina head towards the kitchen, | made up my mind. 


Whether it had ended in an attempt or not, the crime of making Yukina cry deserves the death 
penalty. 


No matter what happens in tomorrow's court, I'll absolutely send Shichiro Yasui to hell. 


By any means necessary... 


Chapter 7: Deception, Deceit, and Conspiracy (Part 
1) 


November 17th, 8:45 AM, District Court, Defense Counsel Room 


"It seems my younger brother did something inexcusable to your girlfriend yesterday," Rokuro 
Yasui began, as soon as he saw my face. 


Yukina hastily replied, "N-No! You did nothing wrong, Mr. Rokuro, it's my fault. | ran out even 
though it's only been three days since you hired me... | don't know how to apologize to Mr. 
Sanada, the butler..." 

‘Don't worry about that. Rather, he was sad that a dedicated maid like you would quit.' 
Yukina seemed relieved by those words. 

"Rokuro, there's something | need you to understand today." 

"...What is it?" 

"Today, I'm going to prove you innocent. In return, I'm going to convict your brother. By any 
means necessary. Even if he is, by chance, your last blood relative, I'll make sure he ends up 
behind bars. Got it?" 


"..Yeah. | understand." 


Perhaps my determination came through, as Rokuro nodded with an unusually serious 
expression. 


The court session will begin soon. 


This was it. No matter what, I'm going to expose the sins of that rotten, foolish, ignorant, stupid, 
pathetic, spoiled brat of a man and make him spend the rest of his life behind bars. 


Making that decision once again in my heart, | shifted my gaze to the documents Kageno had 
given me. It was the investigation report on Chizuru Akamine that Kageno had compiled 
yesterday. 


| learned for the first time in that report that Chizuru Akamine seemed to have had a similarly 
unfortunate experience as my previous client, Mai Aysasaki. 


Her father disappeared when she was young, and she lived with her mother after that. Of 
course, it seems their financial situation wasn't good. She graduated from high school, but 
started working immediately after. It was in the nightlife industry. 

It was extremely suspicious how he investigated, but a report on her bank account was also 
included. According to it, she currently earns about 1,000 dollars a month from part-time work, 
but it seems she transfers most of it to her mother's account. 


As for how she was making a living, there were traces of another person depositing nearly 
1,400 dollars a month into her account. Probably from Shichiro. 


"Mr. Zenko, it's about to start." Yukina informed me, so | started preparing to head to the 
courtroom. 


Now then. 
| talked big, but there was one thing that worried me. 
There was no physical evidence. Well, that's common for me. 


November 17th, 9:03 AM, District Court, Courtroom No. 3 


Needless to say, the gallery was full again today. It's not interesting when the gallery is empty, 
but it's hot and stuffy when it's full. About 80% of the audience would be ideal, but it's a 
nuisance when the client is a celebrity. 

Kageno was sitting in the back left corner of the gallery, Yukina was sitting in front of him, and 
for some reason, Satsuki and Mai Ayasaki were sitting next to her. In the center of the front row, 
Shichiro Yasui, his lawyer Miyasato, and Chizuru Akamine were sitting with tense expressions. 
And the prosecutor Horiuchi was glancing at Akamine from time to time, giving me a suspicious 
look. 

"All rise for the Honorable Judge Shudol" the bailiff announced. 

Soon the judge took his seat and instructed everyone to sit down. 

"We will now resume the trial. Counsel Yamashika, if you please, call your first witness." 

"Yes, Your Honor. The first witness for the defense is Ms. Chizuru Akamine." 


"Objection! Please wait a moment!" 


As if he had been waiting for this, Prosecutor Horiuchi raised his voice in protest. 


"It has already been ruled that this witness has nothing to do with this case! | cannot agree to 
the summoning of a witness that would disregard that ruling!" 


| immediately addressed the judge. 


"Your Honor, the defense is prepared to demonstrate that this witness has a very deep 
connection to this case." 


"Oh? If that is the case, then it's a different story. However, Counsel, if there is a connection, 
couldn't you have informed the court beforehand instead of calling her to the stand in this 


unexpected manner?" 


"Unfortunately no, Your Honor. In order to show the connection, it was necessary for the witness 
to appear directly in court." 


"...Very well. | understand. Then bring the witness here." 


Soon, Akamine stood at the witness stand. Perhaps she had a stomachache from being 
nervous, as she was constantly rubbing her lower abdomen. 


"Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you God?" 
"| do." 

She must have discussed it with Miyasato, the lawyer, as she didn't seem shaken. 

"Then, Counsel Yamashika. Can you prove that this witness is related to this case?" 


"Yes, Your Honor. Ms. Akamine, let me ask you first. Mr. Shichiro Yasui testified that you were 
with him around 11 PM on November 11th, the time of the incident. Is that correct?" 


"Yes, that's right." 

| turned to the judge. 

"The defense proposes to play back the tape recording of the report of this incident once again." 
"l...¥Y-You can't be serious!" 

Prosecutor Horiuchi groaned, apparently understanding what | was trying to say. However, 
Chizuru Akamine and Shichiro must have anticipated this beforehand, as they didn't seem that 


shaken. 


"Counsel Yamashika. What are you trying to prove?" 


The judge asked, apparently still unaware. 


"| would like to argue that this witness is the first person who reported this incident. Don't you 
recognize her voice?" 


This was what Kageno had noticed yesterday when he met Akamine. 


As if he finally understood, the judge's expression turned to surprise, and a stir ran through the 
gallery. 


"N-Now that you mention it... V-Very well. Immediately prepare the tape." 


Soon, tape C, the prosecution's evidence, was played back, and by the time we had finished 
listening to its entirety, there was no longer any hesitation in the judge's expression. 


Perhaps overwhelmed by the atmosphere in the courtroom, Shichiro was now fidgeting 
restlessly. Akamine, too, seemed uncomfortable, rubbing her lower abdomen repeatedly as if it 
were some kind of charm. 

"Now, Ms. Akamine, let me ask you again. You reported this incident to the police, didn't you? | 
must warn you that you have already been sworn in, and we, the defense, are prepared to 
request the court to investigate the voiceprint on this tape at any time if necessary." 
"O-Objection! The defense is clearly trying to threaten and coerce the witness!" 

Horiuchi stood up. However, the judge shook his head. 

"Objection overruled. It is clear that this witness is in a position to give important testimony. 

Is that understood, witness?" 

"...What is it?" 

"In the interest of fairness, | will directly question you this time. First of all, let me say that if you 
believe that you may incriminate yourself by testifying, you may refuse to do so. However, you 
are not allowed to refuse to testify without just cause. If you do, | will have no choice but to 
immediately hold you in contempt of court. Do you understand?" 

"Yes, | understand.” Akamine replied, rubbing her stomach. 

"Very well. Then first, do you admit that you are the owner of the voice on the tape that was just 


played? You must answer this question with a 'yes' or 'no,' unless you are afraid that doing so 
may incriminate you." 


"You're going to investigate my voiceprint if necessary, right?" 

"If the court deems it necessary, we will have no choice but to do so." 

"| understand. | admit it. | am the one who reported the incident." 

A wave of quiet commotion swept through the courtroom. The judge nodded heavily. 

"Very well. | will remind you for the third time that you have the right to refuse to answer any 
questions that may incriminate you. Counsel Yamashika, you may proceed with your 
questioning." 

"Understood." 

Finally, she admitted it. Now, the real story begins. 

"Ms. Chizuru Akamine. You witnessed a part of this incident from beginning to end, correct?" 
"| don't remember the details." 

"Then allow me to refresh your memory. Ms. Akamine, the incident was reported at roughly the 
same time it occurred. Furthermore, the report accurately stated that the victim had been shot 


and described the perpetrator's clothing. 


This is information that could only be known by someone who actually witnessed the incident. 
And you just admitted to being the one who made this report. 


| ask you again. You knew information that only the person who witnessed the incident could 
know. In other words, you saw this incident from beginning to end. Am | correct?" 


"Yes." 

"Good. Now then, Mr. Shichiro Yasui testified that he was with you at the time of the incident. 
And you testified the same. However, you also testified that you were at the scene of the crime. 
Which means..." 

| slammed my fist on the table. 


"Mr. Shichiro Yasui must have been at the scene as well!" 


A gasp ran through the courtroom. 


From the jury box, several suspicious gazes flew towards the witness stand. Nevertheless, 
Akamine didn't flinch. 


"| understand, | admit it. Yes, we were at that park, just as you said. 
But neither | nor Shichiro shot anyone or anything like that. | only saw him shoot." 
Akamine pointed at Rokuro. 


"| see, so you were at the scene. Then please tell us what you actually saw. You're saying you 
saw the defendant shoot the gun, correct?" 


"Y-Yes, that's right. He shot him." 

"Now, it seems the defendant was walking side by side with the victim, his father. Also, the 
victim was shot precisely in the heart. While it might be possible at point-blank range, it's 
extremely difficult to aim for the heart at night. With that said, how far away was the defendant 
when he shot the victim?" 


"V-Very close. He pressed the gun against his chest and fired." 


"So, in other words, he suddenly pressed the gun against the victim's chest and fired while they 
were walking?" 


"Yes." 

"Are you certain?" 

"Yes, | am!" 

She answered defiantly, unaware that she had fallen into my trap. 


"Your Honor, | would like to end the examination of this witness for now and call Dr. Eboshi to 
the stand." 


"...The witness may step down. Dr. Eboshi, to the witness stand." 


The white piggy took the stand. Looking around the courtroom, one would notice that both the 
good doctor and Horiuchi seemed strangely ill at ease. 


"Dr. Eboshi. As the one who performed the autopsy, was the bullet fired from close range?" 


"N-No. That's impossible." 


"What!?" 

Akamine, who had returned to the gallery, cried out. 

"Dr. Eboshi. Can you prove that the shot wasn't fired from close range?" 

"Y-Yeh, | can." 

"How?" 

"When a handgun is fired, it releases a powerful blast of hot gas and unburnt gunpowder from 
the muzzle. Depending on the surrounding environment and the type of gun, if fired from a close 
range of 30 centimeters or less, traces of it will be left on the gunshot wound, the surrounding 
skin, or even the clothing. H-However, there were absolutely no such traces on the body this 
time." 

"Then, can you estimate how far away the shot was fired from?" 

"|-It must have been at least several meters away." 

"Thank you, Dr. Eboshi. Your Honor, | would like to re-examine Ms. Akamine." 


"... The witness may step down. Ms. Akamine, please return to the witness stand." 


As the murmurs continued, Akamine returned to the witness stand with a bitter expression on 
her face. As if it were a habit, her right hand was still rubbing her lower abdomen. 


"Now then, Ms. Akamine. You wouldn't mistake 'shooting at point-blank range’ with 'shooting 
from a distance,’ would you?" 


"You can't answer, can you? That's right. You testified that you actually witnessed the incident at 
the scene. But you lied and said the gun was fired from close range. Why did you lie and try to 
deceive us...? There's only one possible reason!" 


As if to say this was the climax of my performance, | slammed my fist on the table with all my 
might. 


"Because you were the one who fired the gun! You were the one who murdered Goro Yasui!!" 
Silence fell upon the courtroom. 


Akamine's face turned pale, and the shorty prosecutor's mouth hung open in shock. 


However, it was only for a moment, and soon murmurs arose from here and there. 


As if on cue, Akamine also rose from the witness stand and raised her voice, trying to be heard 
over the commotion. 


"T-That's not true! | didn't shoot him! I've never even held a gun before! You just said it yourself, 
it's difficult to aim for the heart from a distance at night! 


Besides, what on earth would | gain from killing that man!?" 

Hearing her rebuttal, the commotion in the courtroom gradually subsided. 

Instead, all eyes were on me. They were waiting to see how | would respond to her rebuttal. 

"| see. Indeed, your argument is valid. Our investigation revealed no evidence of you having any 
prior shooting experience. There's no way someone like you could accurately hit the heart, let 
alone twice in a row." 

A look of relief soread across Akamine's face. 

"However!" 

| slammed my fist on the table. Akamine flinched at the loud bang. 


"Even if it's impossible for you, it's possible for someone else! 


You just were the one who called the police, asked by someone else to report the crime! And 
that person is the true culprit! 


And that person is — you, Shichiro Yasui!" 


As | pointed at the person sitting in the front row of the gallery, | could feel the courtroom being 
swallowed by a wave of astonishment. 


"You found out that your father was going to leave most of his inheritance to your brother. You 
probably stole a look at his will or something. You knew that your father and brother had a habit 
of taking walks together. You had experience shooting guns overseas. You also knew you had 
the chance to steal a gun from one of the security guards. 


You sneaked into the park, shot and killed your father, planted the gun on the defendant, and 
ordered this woman to call the police!" 


The courtroom was abuzz with a cacophony of noise. This was the truth of the incident. There 
was no doubt about it. 


However — Shichiro had a surprisingly calm expression on his face. 
"Hold on a minute!" 


Suddenly, Attorney Miyasato, who was sitting next to him, shouted. That's when the noise in the 
courtroom began to die down. 


The judge said wearily, 

"...What is it, Attorney Miyasato?" 

"| apologize, Your Honor. First of all, | want to state that | am not only Mr. Shichiro Yasui's 
lawyer, but also her lawyer. | can no longer stand by and watch my clients be subjected to such 
an unjust interrogation." 

Miyasato turned to Akamine. 

"Ms. Akamine, this is too much. Refuse to testify any further, just as we discussed." 


"U-Understood, I'm sorry..." 


Come to think of it, Miyasato, who had been so vocal in objecting yesterday, was strangely quiet 
today. 


What were they up to? 
Akamine took a deep breath and began her testimony in a clear voice. 


"| retract all my previous statements and will refuse to answer any further questions regarding 
Mr. Shichiro." 


| was taken aback. 

What was the meaning of this? That was just a useless struggle. 
"| have repeatedly advised the witness, but..." 

As expected, the judge began to speak. 


"On what grounds do you intend to refuse to testify? If you refuse to testify without just cause, | 
will certainly hold you in contempt of court." 


As expected of the judge, he understands the situation well. 


Go ahead, say 'I refuse to testify because | would incriminate myself.’ It's like publicly declaring 
that you are the perpetrator or an accomplice. 


"| refuse to give any testimony that could be disadvantageous to Mr. Shichiro Yasui's case on 
the grounds that | am his wife." 


| blinked in disbelief. 
" ..What?" 


My face must have been filled with more astonishment than ever before. However, within three 
seconds, my mind had grasped the meaning of Akamine's words. 


"W-What did you say!?" 
Even | couldn't help but be surprised. 


Once again, the gallery buzzed, and the judge slammed his gavel, demanding "Order! Order!" 
Even the judge's face couldn't hide his surprise. 


When silence was restored, the judge asked, "Witness, are you saying that you are now Mr. 
Shichiro Yasui's wife?" 


"Yes, that's right. We submitted our marriage registration yesterday and it was accepted. 
However, for the time being, we intend to live separately, so my last name will remain Akamine." 


The judge seemed to understand everything with that. All emotion had vanished from his face. 
He was angry. Furious. 


It's no wonder he would be angry if someone used such an unorthodox method to obstruct the 
sacred process of the trial. 


"| see. So, Ms. Akamine, why didn't you say that in the first place and repeat testimony that did 
not seem to be the truth?" 


"As her attorney, | will answer that question." 
Miyasato said. The judge glared at him, somewhat annoyed. 


"| believe there may be some misunderstanding on the part of the court. 


First of all, the fact that she and Mr. Shichiro submitted their marriage registration yesterday was 
purely coincidental. | understand that this was something they had agreed upon beforehand. 
However, | was not involved in that matter. 

Yesterday, she asked me how she should testify in court, and | answered her as follows. She 
has the right to refuse to give any testimony that could be disadvantageous to her husband. 
Furthermore, if she can prove her innocence by testifying, there is no reason why she shouldn't. 
However, since the interrogator is a veteran criminal lawyer, if she feels like she is going to be 
persuaded no matter what, she should not hesitate to refuse to testify. 

As you have heard in the exchange so far, she has desperately tried to prove her innocence by 
testifying, as | advised her. However, Mr. Yamashika's method of treating my clients as criminals 
based solely on circumstantial evidence is admirable. No matter what we say to him, he will not 
believe us. That being the case, it would be in the best interest of my client to refuse to testify, 
even if it casts some doubt on her." 


"| see." 


The judge said, sounding somewhat frustrated. | understood how he felt. What Miyasato was 
saying was quite devious, but it wasn't legally unsound... 


"Mr. Yamashika, please continue your questioning." 
"Y-Yes..." 

Your Honor, please don't throw this at me now. 

"Ms. Akamine, you reported the incident, didn't you?" 
"Yes." 

"Were you with Mr. Shichiro Yasui?" 

"| refuse to testify.” 

"Were you at the park?" 

"| refuse to testify.” 

"How did you know the details of the report?" 


"| refuse to testify." 


"Why did you falsely testify that the victim was shot at close range?" 

"| refuse to testify." 

Damn it. 

| slumped back in my chair and held my head in my hands. 

"_..She did it, that woman." 

"M-Mr. Yamashika, what does this mean...?" 

Rokuro said, his face unusually flustered. 

"It's just as she said. If a witness is asked a question about their spouse or a relative, and if they 
believe that the answer to that question could be even slightly disadvantageous, they can refuse 
to testify." 

| shrugged my shoulders. 

"I'm beat." 

"S-So there's nothing we can do, like nullify the marriage registration?" 

"Once it's accepted at the city hall, the marriage is treated as valid. Even if we were to file for 
nullification with the family court, it would be months before a decision is reached, and |, as a 


non-relative, would have no chance of winning." 


| have to hand it to them. Although he claimed otherwise, he must have found out about this 
loophole yesterday after | handed her the summons. 


| thought | had piled up enough circumstantial evidence to prove that Shichiro Yasui was the 
culprit. However, | had no conclusive physical evidence... 


The only option left was to get Akamine to testify against Shichiro. But now that it's been sealed 
off like this... 


"HAHAHAHAHA!" 


Suddenly, Shichiro burst out laughing. Everyone in the courtroom turned to look at him, 
wondering what was going on. 


So he's finally shown his true colors. 


"Hehehe, interesting. Trials are really interesting. That's right, Chizuru. You just keep your mouth 
shut. 


Hey, Miyasato!" 
"Y-Yes?" 


"You're my lawyer, aren't you? That lively shyster just treated me like a criminal! Don't you have 
anything to say to restore my honor!" 


"V-Very well." 
Miyasato cleared his throat and stood up. 
"Once again, | would like to address all of you. 


How can you say that my client knew how the inheritance would be distributed? And where is 
the evidence that my client fired the gun? | acknowledge that presenting the possibility of a 
third-party perpetrator is the best defense for the defense in a criminal trial. However, | would 
like to respectfully object to the treatment of my client as the perpetrator based solely on the 
accumulation of circumstantial evidence. 


And one more thing. It is only human nature for a sworn witness to lie in order to clear the name 
of their spouse. 


We are prepared to present numerous precedents in which witnesses who have committed 
perjury in such circumstances have been found not guilty." 


He even went so far as to create a loophole for perjury. 


What an infuriating lawyer. The judge seemed to think the same thing, as he frowned, looking 
rather displeased. However, he did not rebuke him verbally. 


With Akamine's testimony, the only means of solving the case, sealed off in this manner, it was 
impossible to corner Shichiro any further. 


However, the jury must have understood enough. Rationally speaking, there was someone far 
more likely to be the culprit than Rokuro. 


Considering that, it wouldn't be such a bad thing to close the argument here and leave the 
verdict to the jury. We're hardly going to lose. Prosecutor Horiuchi, who had been dumbfounded 
for a while now, wouldn't be satisfied if a prominent figure in the political and financial world was 
murdered and the accused got captured but was then acquitted. I'm sure that this time, the 


investigation would extend to Shichiro and Akamine. If Detective Inaba were to interrogate them 
persistently, they might just slip up this time. 


In that case, it wouldn't be such a bad thing for me to step down here... 


Chapter 8: Deception, Deceit, and Conspiracy (Part 
2) 


Don't think for a second that I'm going to take this lying down. 


Just because we couldn't corner the culprit doesn't mean I'm going to readily hand over the 
reins to Horiuchi. 


I'm not spineless enough to tuck my tail between my legs and go home after being made such a 
fool of by Shichiro. 


Above all, the sin of trying to lay a hand on Yukina is not something that can be atoned for even 
in death. 


An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth. If you're slapped on the right cheek, don't just stand there, 
slap the other person on both cheeks. 


My brain, in order to make that worthless, arrogant brat face the truth, began to spin furiously, 
and then... 


"Your Honor!!" 

"W-What is it, counsel?" 

"I'm hungry, so how about we break for lunch?" 
| couldn't think of anything... 


November 17th, 0:03 PM, Defense Counsel Room 


"Damn that bastard! He makes me so mad!" 


| grumbled as | stuffed my cheek with the sandwich Yukina had brought me. It was a far cry from 
the convenience store boxed lunch we had yesterday. 


By the way, Rokuro Yasui had gone out to eat with Mai Ayasaki. Well, | wasn't complaining since 
| could eat Rokuro's share too. 


"Ahh! That fried food was what | was aiming for!" 


"Too bad, first come, first served." 


"Ugh~" 
"Don't worry, lyo, there's still some left." 
"Yay! You're the best, Yukinal" 


| felt the anger | had until a while ago dissipate like mist, and my head nearly slumped into my 
hands. 


"Hey, shyster lawyer." 
Kageno said. He was holding a ham sandwich in one hand. 
"What is it, lousy detective?" 


"Give me some of that rolled omelet." 


"What's wrong, swindler lawyer? Why are you holding your head? Lost your appetite?" 
"Is that so!? Then I'll take his share of the sandwiches!" 

"That's too much for you. I'll take half." 

"Ahhh! Shut up, you guys! I'm trying to think of a way to bring that jerk down!" 

Kageno looked at Satsuki and said, 


"You've done enough. Anyone who saw that exchange wouldn't think that Rokuro is the culprit. 
We can leave the rest to the police." 


"Can we trust them? | hate being made a fool of! | won't be satisfied until I've made that jerk 
pay!" 


"You're still as relentless as ever. You don't have to go that far." 
"No way! | can't forgive him! Hey, Kageno, don't just eat, give me some ideas!" 
"Don't be unreasonable, | can't make bricks without straw." 


Damn it. 


| savored Yukina's lunch while desperately racking my brains. 

But... | still couldn't think of anything. There was no physical evidence, and with the key 
testimony of Akamine sealed, there was nothing | could do. But | couldn't rest until | put Shichiro 
behind bars. 

"Come to think of it..." 

Yukina suddenly said, as if she had just remembered something. 

"Hmm? What is it, Yukina?" 

"That Akamine person... Could she be pregnant?" 

It was an unexpected suggestion. 

"Is that so?" 

"Yes, because she was strangely rubbing her stomach even on the witness stand, and | heard 
Inspector Horiuchi say that she was suffering from nausea and headaches. These are all 
symptoms of morning sickness, aren't they?" 

Satsuki clapped her hands together. 

"| see, that's our Yukina! That's something that slow-witted men wouldn't notice!" 


One of the "slow-witted men" whistled in admiration. 


"Wow. You're right, that's not something we men would notice. But even if she is pregnant, it's 
not relevant, is it?" 


"...No, wait, it might be." 

| put my hand on my chin and let my brain go into overdrive once again. 

Pregnancy. Child. A wealthy person is killed. There are two heirs. The culprit is one of them. 
Indeed, according to the provisions of the civil law... 

"Ah, that look!" 


Satsuki suddenly pointed at my face. 


"You've got that look on your face again, like you've come up with some nefarious idea again!" 
Apparently, | was grinning without realizing it. 

| ignored Satsuki and turned to the lousy detective. 

"Hey, Kageno." 

"...What? | have a bad feeling about this." 

"Think of it as paying for lunch and make a quick run to the pharmacy for me, will you?" 

| couldn't ask Yukina to buy something like that. 


After threatening and coercing the reluctant Kageno, | headed for the shorty prosecutor's 
chamber. 


November 17th, 0:25 PM, Judge's Waiting Room 


| took Horiuchi, who had become quite meek, out, saying that | had something to discuss with 
him. The place | headed to was the presiding judge's chamber. Unlike the room given to a 
lawyer like me, who might be subjected to contempt of court at any moment, it was a luxurious 
room with a heavy desk, large bookshelves, and even ornamental plants. 

"_..Are you serious, Counsel Yamashika?" 


After listening to my proposal, the presiding judge, sitting in a luxuriously cushioned chair, made 
a grave face. 


Horiuchi didn't seem too keen on it either. 
"That's right, Counsel Yamashika. That's a bit..." 


"Prosecutor Horiuchi, face reality. Do you really think you can convict my client in this current 
situation?" 


"T-That is... However, that slimy proposal of yours..." 
As Horiuchi faltered, the presiding judge took over. 


"Counsel Yamashika. | have to say that your proposal deviates somewhat from the principle that 
trials should be fair." 


"But, your Honor. The ultimate purpose of a trial is to reveal the truth. 


Besides, let me ask you a hypothetical question. Let's assume that Shichiro Yasui is the culprit. 
However, at this point in time, we have no way of proving that he was at the scene, nor can we 
prove that he fired the gun. The only person who can prove his crime is that woman, Chizuru 
Akamine. 

What will happen if we can't corner him in this courtroom? After all, they are the kind of people 
who would easily evade my questions by getting married. Once this trial is over, they will obtain 
the inheritance, and immediately fly off abroad. 

If that happens, we will never be able to apprehend the perpetrator of this case." 


The presiding judge leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes, as if lost in thought. 


Silence filled the room. Horiuchi kept shifting his gaze between me and the presiding judge, and 
| waited patiently for the judge's answer. 


Finally, the presiding judge slowly opened his eyes and said, 
"As much as | would like to, | cannot condone such methods as a judge. 


However, since | cannot say that everything you are saying is wrong, | will turn a blind eye to 
some extent. Is that agreeable?" 


"Very well, thank you." 

"Good. Prosecutor Horiuchi, are you alright with this?" 

"Y-Yes..." 

"However, let me make this clear: if any objections are raised regarding matters that are 
irrelevant to this case, |, as the judge, will ensure a fair hearing. Additionally, if it appears that we 
are not making any progress, | will have no choice but to order a halt to this questioning. Is that 
understood?" 


"Perfectly, your Honor." 


November 17th, 1:30 PM, District Court, Courtroom No. 3 


"We will now resume the trial." 


The presiding judge took his seat. 

"| would like to continue questioning Ms. Akamine." 

"Very well. Ms. Akamine, please take the witness stand." 

Akamine immediately took the witness stand with a tense expression. 


Indeed. Now that | think about it, she does seem to be walking as if she's supporting her 
stomach. 


"Now then. Please answer my questions. Do not lie, as it will be a crime." 
| held up my index finger and spoke slowly and carefully. 

"Ms. Akamine, are you pregnant?" 

"W-What did you say?!" 


A surprised voice came from the gallery. Shichiro stared at Akamine in astonishment. Akamine 
froze, as if turned to ice. 


| held up a white box that | had Kageno procure earlier. "Ms. Akamine, this is a standard 
pregnancy test, readily available anywhere. It's incredibly simple to use, wouldn't take more than 
a few minutes of your time. However, | would much prefer it if you could confirm or deny your 
pregnancy directly, saving us all a bit of time and effort." 


Silence. Akamine remained silent, her gaze fixed on the floor. The tension in the courtroom was 
thick enough to cut with a knife. 


"Objection!" 

Miyasato stood up. 

"This is a clear violation of the witness's privacy! Even in a court of law, there is no right to force 
a witness to testify about the use of a pregnancy test! Furthermore, this question has absolutely 
no relevance to this case! As the defense attorney, | strongly advise the witness not to answer 


this question!" 


"Objection sustained. The witness is not obligated to answer," the judge declared. 


"The objection was sustained. However, Miyasato's objection came far too late. In this instance, 
silence spoke volumes. 


"Ms. Akamine, if you aren't pregnant, all you need to do is say so. Why is it that you couldn't 
bring yourself to utter a simple 'no'?" 


"|-I raise the same objection!" 

"Sustained." 

| pressed on, undeterred. "Ms. Akamine, why have you been so preoccupied with touching your 
stomach throughout your testimony? Furthermore, Prosecutor Horuichi's report mentioned that 
you've been experiencing nausea and headaches. Wouldn't you say those are classic 
symptoms of early pregnancy?" 

"| raise an objection again!" 

"Sustained." 


"If you were to have a child, wouldn't the only possible father be Mr. Shichiro Yasui?" 


With a clatter, Shichiro stood up from the spectator's seat. However, noticing everyone's eyes on 
him, he awkwardly sat back down. In his place, Miyasato stood up. 


"Your Honor! A ruling has already been made regarding a similar question! | request that this 
type of question be prohibited!" 


"Objection sustained. Counsel Yamashika, change your line of questioning." 
"Understood, Your Honor." 
The judge was inflexible. 


"Ms. Akamine, according to my investigation, you haven't exactly led a privileged life, have 
you?" 


"Please answer the question. You and your mother struggled financially, correct?" 
".,.5-So what if we did?" 


"Currently, your mother resides alone in a rather run-down apartment, relying entirely on your 
financial support, am | right?" 


"ete VOSe’ 


"Forgive my bluntness, but if rumors are to be believed, your father had quite the reputation with 
women, didn't he?" 


Akamine gasped, her eyes widening in shock. 

Miyasato stood up. "Objection, Your Honor! This is completely irrelevant to the case!" 

But to his surprise, the judge silenced him with a raised hand. 

"Hold on, Attorney Miyasato. I'm rather interested in where the defense is going with this line of 
questioning. If it becomes clear that these questions are irrelevant to the case, | will strike them 


from the record. However, for the time being, | am inclined to allow the questioning to continue." 


It seemed the judge had finally decided to be more flexible. It was a good thing | had taken the 
time to speak with him privately. 


With the judge's permission, | resumed my questioning. 


"You and your mother were forced to live a life far removed from wealth and privilege because 
your father abandoned you for another woman, correct?" 


"_..Well, yes." 

"Incidentally, are you aware of the recent incident involving a young woman named Mai Ayasaki, 
who was employed as a maid in the Yasui household? She was falsely accused of theft by Mr. 
Shichiro Yasui and arrested by the police. Although, thanks to my defense, she was acquitted." 
"What...?" 

Akamine blinked in surprise. 


"No. I've never heard of that..." 


"| settled a case where | sued him for defamation. Do you know why Mr. Shichiro Yasui falsely 
accused Ms. Ayasaki of theft?" 


"No, | don't." 


"Well, it's a well-known fact among the women employed in the Yasui household. He has a habit 
of harassing women." 


"Wait a minute!" Shichiro jumped to his feet and shouted angrily. 


"What's all that you've been spouting for a while, scum? Are you trying to make a fool out of 
me?" 


"That's unfair. I'm simply stating the facts." 

"Don't be ridiculous! Where is the evidence to support these accusations?" 

"Very well. Then please look over there." 

| pointed to a corner of the spectator's gallery. Without hesitation, a woman stood up. 
It was Yukina. Shichiro's face contorted in surprise. 

"No! You... you can't be!" 


"It seems Mr. Shichiro knows her. This is Miss Yukina Misumi, and until yesterday, she worked 
as a maid in Mr. Shichiro's mansion. However, yesterday, she was told this by a certain man." 


| took a tape recorder from my inner suit pocket and pressed play. 

‘So you're the new maid, Misumi?' 

A man's voice could be heard. The voice belonged, of course, to Shichiro Yasui. 
‘Yes, that’s right...’ 

Yukina’s voice came through. 


‘You’re quite cute, aren’t you? How about you come out with me tonight? | could give you a 
special bonus.’ 


‘No thank you. I’m not in need of money.’ 

Yukina’s voice was firm. 

‘...What did you say?’ 

Suddenly, all affection vanished from Shichiro’s voice. 
“Wait, wait! Stop the tape!” 


Shichiro shouted. But | had no intention of granting his wish. 


‘I'm offering you this opportunity! Be obedient and do as | say, or you’re fired!’ 

‘No! Why do | have to listen to you?!’ 

Good for you, Yukina. Though it was just on tape, | couldn’t help but cheer her on in my heart. 
‘You little... How dare you get cocky when I'm trying to be nice!’ 

‘W-What are you doing, stop it!’ 

A sharp slap echoed. | stopped the tape there. 

“For the record, the sound you just heard was the sound of her slapping Mr. Shichiro’s cheek.” 
Laughter erupted. Yukina hung her head in shame. I’m sorry, Yukina. I'll make it up to you. 
“S-Shichiro, you wouldn't...” 

Akamine’s voice trembled. 

“|-It's a misunderstanding, Chizuru! | would never do such a thing! It’s not me! It’s a setup!” 
“Very well, then let’s examine the voice prints on this tape.” 


When | said that, Shichiro averted his gaze, as if trying to escape Akamine's stare. Instead, he 
nudged his lawyer with his elbow. 


Miyasato stood up abruptly. 
"Your Honor, how can this kind of questioning be allowed? These questions clearly aim to 
groundlessly ridicule, harass, and defame my client! It is not my client who should be judged in 


this court, and this clearly lacks the fundamental principle of a fair trial..." 


"Enough, Attorney Miyasato, that will be all. I'll allow your objection," the judge interrupted, 
cutting off what seemed like an endless speech. 


| turned to the judge. "Your Honor, the defense would like to ask another question." 
"Very well, proceed." 
With the judge's permission, | turned back to the witness stand. 


"Ms. Akamine, there's something you need to keep in mind. 


Mr. Goro Yasui, a man of substantial wealth, has been murdered. His estate is to be inherited, 
and the only potential heirs are his two sons. One of them, Mr. Rokuro Yasui, is suspected of 
patricide. 


If he is found guilty of murder, the entire inheritance will go to the other son. This is because, 
under the law, if an heir murders the benefactor, they forfeit all inheritance rights. Mr. Goro 
Yasui's considerable wealth would then belong entirely to you and your husband. 


However, and this is purely hypothetical, if you were to testify here and now about who 
instructed you to "call the police," and about Mr. Shichiro's whereabouts at the time of the 
incident - the truth, in other words - then there is another possibility. Mr. Shichiro would be 
arrested for murder, losing all inheritance rights for killing the deceased. You might think that the 
sole inheritor of the entire estate would then be the other son and the defendant in this case, Mr. 
Rokuro Yasui..." 


| shrugged. 


".,.But that's not entirely accurate. You see, if my client, Rokuro, had killed his father, the entirety 
of Goro's estate would indeed pass on to you. 


However, if Shichiro is found guilty of patricide, the situation changes. 

There exists a system of inheritance called "subrogation." If Shichiro Yasui loses his inheritance 
rights due to patricide, half of those rights would transfer to his older brother, the defendant. 
However, the remaining half would go to his child - the child you carry in your womb. This 
inheritance by proxy, where inheritance rights are passed down, is the system of "subrogation." 
And, if you so desire... having a murderer for a husband is an excellent reason for divorce and 
for obtaining custody of your child. Goro Yasui's assets would bypass Shichiro entirely and go to 
your child. Shichiro would have absolutely no say in the matter. 


"H-Hold on! Scum, what are you trying to pull...?!" Shichiro started yelling. | continued, unfazed. 


"The power is in your hands now! You can either spend the rest of your life as the wife of a 
philandering man named Shichiro, or..." 


| slammed my fist on the table with all my might. 


"...You can reveal the truth of the incident, claim the enormous inheritance, and live a life of 
comfort and luxury with your child and your mother, who has struggled since her younger days!" 


Akamine gasped and clutched her stomach. At the same time, Shichiro's voice rose in panic. 


"D-Don't be ridiculous! Chizuru, you don't have to believe a word he says! Hey, Miyasato, say 
something!" 


"Y-Yes! Your Honor, this is clearly an attempt to intimidate the witness and distort the truth-" 


"Then, Attorney Miyasato, let me ask you this: Was there a single legal inaccuracy in anything | 
just said?" 


"W-Well, that's..." 
As Miyasato fell silent, | turned back to Akamine. 


"The rest is up to you. You're free to leave the witness stand, or testify to something else, 
whichever you prefer." 


Akamine's face was painted with indecision. 
"Chizuru! He's deceiving you, don't fall for his tricks!" 
Seeing Shichiro's desperate pleas, | shrugged and added, 


"See, Ms. Akamine? He's still trying to order you around, even now. All because he doesn't want 
to lose his inheritance rights." 


"T-That's not true! Chizuru, | love you, hasn't that always been the case!? Don't listen to the 
nonsense spewed by that lawyer-" 


Love. 
Love, he says? 
Hearing that word finally broke the dam of my composure. 


| slowly raised my fist - imbued with the killing intent | had held last night - and slammed it onto 
the table. 


The resounding crack cut Shichiro's rambling short. In the sudden silence that gripped the 
courtroom, | let out a laugh that came from the depths of my being. 


"Hahahahahaha! Love? Ha, that's rich. How many women have you said that to by now? What 
makes you think a man who'd use his own wife as an accomplice to patricide has any right to 
talk about love? 

Ms. Akamine, don't tell me you're actually falling for this. He's the one deceiving you! This man, 
relying on his father's wealth and connections, is well past his mid-twenties and yet spends his 
days idly, throwing money at women and using his power to trample on their rights. 

Let me ask you this: What kind of a man was your father? Wasn't his hobby of chasing skirts 
awfully similar to someone we know? Do you intend to subject the child you carry to the same 
misfortune you suffered? 


You were simply in the perfect position to provide Shichiro with an alibi. That's all you were to 
him. He used you." 


Lowering my voice, | added, 

"The choice is yours. It's your life." 

"Your Honor! O-Objection! Despite my repeated objections, you allow this charade to continue! | 
demand you strike those statements from the record immediately, or | will leave this courtroom 
with my client and sue everyone involved for defamation of character for condoning this line of 
questioning!" 


Miyasato interjected again, but the judge remained impassive. 


"This court deems it necessary to hear the witness's answer. Attorney Miyasato, if you attempt 
to obstruct that, | will be forced to hold you in contempt of court. 


If this witness has nothing further to add, then and only then will the aforementioned statements 
be stricken from the record, and the defense's questioning of this witness will be concluded." 


The judge's resolute tone silenced Miyasato. 

Silence descended upon the courtroom once more. 

Everyone seemed to be holding their breath, waiting for Akamine to speak. 

"C-Chizuru... Y-You wouldn't betray me, would you...? After all the money I've sent your way...!" 


That idiot just couldn't help himself. 


Those words sealed his fate. 


Wiping her eyes with her right hand and cradling her stomach with her left, Akamine began to 
speak in a trembling voice. 


"|... was at home when the incident occurred. But, Shichiro... he called me. He told me to call 
the police immediately and say that | saw someone get shot... The next day, he asked me to be 
his alibi... He... He orchestrated everything...!" 

As before, the audience and the jury remained utterly silent. 

Only Akamine's sobs echoed through the courtroom. 


"_..Prosecutor Horiuchi, Counsel Yamashika." 


After a silence that felt both like an eternity and a fleeting moment, the judge spoke, his voice 
heavy with gravity. 


"This court proposes to dismiss this case. What say you?" 
"The defense has no objections." 

"The prosecution concurs, Your Honor." 

Horiuchi replied weakly. 

"Very well." 

The judge nodded curtly. 

"This case is dismissed. The defendant is free to go." 


November 20th, 9:03 AM, Yamashika Law Office 


The epilogue of the case. 


Chizuru Akamine, in tears, confessed that Shichiro Yasui had ordered her to call the police, that 
he had bragged about soon coming into a large sum of money a few days before the incident, 
and that she had no idea where he was at the time of the murder. This testimony proved 
decisive, leading to Shichiro's arrest. | had assumed she was at the crime scene with him, but 
apparently, she had been at home. She claimed she was only instructed to make the phone call. 


Naturally, the police suspected her of being an accomplice, but it seems Shichiro, after receiving 
some advice from Miyasato, confessed to everything, corroborating Akamine's testimony. As a 
result, she was released a few days later. 

Shichiro is probably planning to use this as leverage to feign remorse and appeal for leniency. 
‘You deserve to rot in jail, you piece of garbage, don't you dare think about setting foot outside 
prison walls ever again’ - not that I, as a lawyer, would ever harbor such uncharitable thoughts. 


There was one troublesome bit of housekeeping. After that trial, an acquaintance of mine, the 
vice-chairman of the bar association, came rushing over. 


He told me it was overkill. To tone it down a bit in court next time. 

It goes without saying that |, deeply reflecting on his warning, swore to him that from this day 
forward | would be a righteous lawyer, contributing to society without ever stepping outside the 
bounds of the law. Though | have no idea why Yukina, who was next to me, was struggling so 
hard to stifle her laughter. 

Then there was another thing that | thought was inevitable. 

Rokuro Yasui came to visit my office. Accompanied by Mai Ayasaki. 

"Ms. Ayasaki, how have you been?" 

To Yukina's question, Ayasaki gave a somewhat awkward smile. 

"Actually, Ms. Misumi, | won't be 'Ayasaki' for much longer." 

"...Eh? W-Wait, could you mean...?" 

"Yes, I'm going to be Mai Yasui." 

"What?!" 

Beside her, Rokuro scratched his head sheepishly. 

"Well, you see, my house has become quite lonely, and one thing led to another... 

However..." 


Rokuro turned to me and said, 


"...You don't seem very surprised, Mr. Yamashika." 


"Well, | remember you calling her by her first name instead of her last name. It'd be more 
surprising if | hadn't noticed." 


Rokuro nodded as if convinced. 
"That makes sense. As expected, you're sharp." 


"Well then. Congratulations, Ms. Ayasaki! ...Ah, | mean, you're not Ms. Ayasaki anymore, are 
you?" 


With that, Yukina and the former Mai Ayasaki exchanged smiles. 
As | watched this heartwarming scene unfold, Rokuro whispered to me, 
"By the way, how about you?" 


| wasn't so clueless that | didn't understand what he meant. | replied in a low voice, so Yukina 
wouldn't hear, 


"Seems like I'm missing that decisive factor." 

Rokuro chuckled. 

"Right, right. I've transferred the legal fees, by the way. For that detective too." 
"Much appreciated. Well then, | wish you both the best." 

"Coming from you, those words sound like an omen for rain tomorrow." 

What a terrible thing to say. 

"Well then, Mai, shall we get going?" 

"Yes, Mr. Rokuro! See you later, Ms. Misumi!" 

After seeing them off, Yukina said with a sigh, 


"You know, | never really thought about it, but now that you mention it, I'm at the age where | 
could get married too." 


My heart skipped a beat at her words. 


"S-Say, Yukina..." 


"What is it, Mr. Zenko?" 
"N-Nothing, never mind..." 


It's a secret that | wanted to ask her how she'd feel about changing her last name to Yamashika, 
but couldn't bring myself to do it. 


It's also a secret that I, in an extremely optimistic line of thought, decided that it would be better 
to ask her that question in about two years, after she graduates. 


And it will forever remain a secret that I'm seriously agonizing over whether people still propose 
with such cliche lines in this day and age... 


Afterword 


How did you find the second volume of Tactical Judgment? 
Nothing would give me greater pleasure than knowing you felt it was worth its price. 
...But | suppose writing all stiffly like that isn't much fun, is it? 


To tell you the truth, the time | finished writing this second volume was a time of incredible 
deadlines. Besides this work, | had two short stories to finish (one of which was brand new!), 
and | had to get them done within two weeks. It was the first time in my short writing career that | 
experienced such terrifying panic — or rather, a forced march of a schedule. 


| ended up using all my paid leave from work, and even that wasn't enough. Finally, | had to ask 
my kind boss for the forbidden unpaid leave. It was fortunate that it was a time when work was a 
little slow... 


For those two weeks, | was constantly at the keyboard, whether | was asleep or awake, 
diligently turning my delusions into sentences. Even when | was writing, even when | was in 
bed, | was constantly, terrifyingly anxious, wondering what | would do if | didn't come up with any 
ideas for the new short story that was waiting in the wings. The fact that | was able to finish 
everything within two weeks is undoubtedly thanks to the fairies that appear when I'm sleepy. 


Anyway, although this work was written when | was in a rather crazy mental state, the idea itself 
had been brewing for over six months since | finished writing the previous volume. | don't think 
it's boring at all... | hope. 


Oh, and speaking of the first volume of Tactical Judgment, | recently received the happy news 
that it's going into reprints! This is all thanks to you, the readers. Thank you from the bottom of 
my heart. This is the first reprint in my short writing career. | was so excited when | got the call 
from Ms. S, the editor in charge, that | couldn't sleep that night. 


I've also received many fan letters, which is another first for me. 

Some of you even enclosed a 50 cents stamp for a reply, but unfortunately, due to various 
circumstances, | haven't been able to write back to you yet, and | apologize for that. However, | 
have read every single letter, and they bring me joy and sorrow, so please don't hesitate to send 
me more. 


Now, let's move on to the acknowledgments, which are a must for an afterword. 


First of all, to Mr. Hirokawa, who always draws the beautiful illustrations. | can no longer imagine 
the scenes without Mr. Hirokawa's illustrations of Yamashika and Satsuki. | look forward to 


seeing more cool villains and cute heroines in the future. (| also visit your website from time to 
time. The TOP illustration with the watercolor at the end of March was amazing). 


To Mr. Okabe, who gave me various ideas and inspiration, as in the first volume. And so on. 

To Ms. S, the editor in charge, and Mr. T, the editor-in-chief of the Mystery Bunko, thank you for 
your continued support. I'm still a writer who hasn't made much progress, but please don't give 
up on me and continue to guide me in the future. 

| sincerely hope to see you all again in the third volume. 

See you then. 


P.S.: 


*Note: This part contains some spoilers. If you are reading the afterword before the main text, 
please skip this part as it will not be very interesting. 


This book uses several legal terms related to inheritance, such as "subrogation" and "forced 
share." 


| am not a lawyer, nor a prosecutor, nor do | have any other legal occupation. | did not even go 
to law school, let alone college. However, in writing this book, | consulted with an actual lawyer 
regarding the use of legal terms related to inheritance. 


Although inheritance is not something that everyone has to deal with, | believe that it is never a 
bad idea to be aware of the inheritance system used in this book, since everyone has parents. 


However, | did not have the lawyer read the actual book, | only confirmed the legal system, so | 
cannot recommend that you take the situations in this book at face value. Please be 
forewarned. 


ANN 
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